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ADVERTISEMENT. 



Maht of these pages treat upon subjects with which 
I have so long been familiar, that I feel bat little deli- 
cacy in offering them to the public. They will find 
their portion of readers, receire their share of censure 
and praise — then be laid aside and forgotten, like many 
a better work. Some of the papers, I hare no donbt, 
will just awaken sufficient interest to keep them afloat 
daring their ahorf^day^-especially such as treat upon 
erery-day life, and those domestic scenes which have 
fallen under my own eye, and which must, therefore, 
have the merit of being original. Many literary men, 
whose opinions I set great store by, ha^ often express- 
ed a wish diat I should sketch such subjects as have 
come under my own experience ; and in five or six of 
these papers I have attempted the task ; and on their 
reception depends the working out of my plan. If they 
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are approved of, I proceed farther ; if not, there are 
other paths in literature which I can still pursue. I 
am one of those doomed to " grind at the mill ;" and 
although compelled to a certain extent to pander to the 
public taste, yet much inclined to feed them with whole- 
some food : if they refuse to swaUow it, I must work on 
their own grist. My table is spread with the humblest 
fare ; my viands served up in beechen bowl and pewter 
platter. Those, therefore, who can only dine from off 
vessels of gold and silver, and whose stomachs cannot 
brook the homeliest food, need not lift up my lowly 
latch, nor bend their stately bodies to enter my humble 
door-way. Such guests may meet me another day, 
when I have thrown off my " russet gray," and come out 
to play my part in a circulating library. There, like 
Caleb Balderstone, will I mb my pewter platter until it 
shines like silver ; and, if they bring it not too near the 
light, force them half through their meal before they 
have discovered the oheat Here, however, I have not 
room to play these antics. 

One paper, in particular, I must point out in this 
volume : it contains remarks on the works of William 
Browne, a writer of the Elizabethan era, and a true poet. 
On this article I have bestowed more than usual pains, 
and done my very best to make his writings more 
known ; for they are truly rural, and, therefore, cannot 
be considered much out of place in the present work. 
Humble although my object may be, I have ever writ- 
ten with a view to implant a deeper love of Nature in 
the bosoms of my readers ; and if fame has hitherto 
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been my chief reward, the labour has, in most cases, 
been one that I loved. 



THOMAS MILLER. 



Elliott's Row, Southwark, 
March 21, 1889. 
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HOME REVISITED. 

^Ama long^puied mother with her child 
< PUjA fondly with her teers, and imilee m meeting, 
So weepiag, «toi}ii^ greet I thee, my Home.** 

SlUKtFIAXB. 

The commonest objects become endeared to ns by 
absence ; things which we before scarcely deigned to 
notice are then foimd to possess strange charms, bring- 
ing to the memory many a forgotten incident, and to 
the heart many an old emotion, to which they had been 
dormant for years. Never did these thoughts and feel- 
ings come upon me more strongly 4han- when, a few 
mcHths ago, I left London to visit my native home — 
to place my feet upon the very hearthstone by which I 
had sat when a boy. Mine was no affected feeling, no 
imaginary delight, but a mad, wild eagerness to look 
upon the old woods and green hills which had been 
fatoiUar to me from childhood, and to which my mind 
had so often sailed on the dreamy wings of pleasure, 
asleep or awake, just as fancy wandered. 

The old house was still the same, and everything it 
contained seemed to stand in the very position that they 
occupied twenty years ago ; there was no change, saving 
that they appeared to look older, somehow more vene* 



14 RURAL SKETCHES. 

rable ; but the alteration was more in myself than the 
objects I looked upon. 

I gazed upon the old clock, and fancied that the 
ancient monitor had undergone a great change since 
my boyish days ; it seemed to have lost that sharp clear 
clicking with wUch it greeted mine ears when a child, 
and when it told the hour, it spoke in a more solemn 
tone than that of former years. I looked upon the brass 
figures which ornament the old clock-face, until fancy 
began to trace a resemblance between myself and them ; 
in former days they looked bright and gladsome, they 
seemed not to bend under the huge load they supported ; 
but now they have a care-worn look about them, and 
what they seemed to bear once with a playful grace, 
now hangs upon them like a burthen ; their brows, too, 
seemed heavy, as if they had passed away long years 
in painful thought. The gilt balls, which decorate the 
tall case, were tarnished ; the golden worlds into which 
my fancy had so often conjured them were gone ; the 
light that played around them in other days was dimmed ; 
the sunshine rested upon them no longer. I heard the 
clock-chains slipping at intervals, as if they could not 
keep pace with time ; they seemed weary with long 
watching ; they could no longer keep a firm foothold 
down the steep hill which they had traversed so many 
years. I looked on those ancient fingers, now black 
with age, and which were bright when they pointed 
out my hours of pleasure. They no longer told the 
time when my play-fellows would call upon me to wan- 
der into the green fields — ^they warned me that it was 
nearly the hour for the delivery of letters, and I became 
anxious to hear from those whom I had left nearly two 
hundred miles behind me ; — another home and other 
cares came before me. I called memory a coward for 
thus reverting to the past. I sunoimoned him before me, 
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and he stood up in my own likeness — a boy who had seen 
but twelve summers. I looked upon him, and saw thai 
he was unworthy of the notice* •£ Care; that Sorrow 
disdained to buckle her load upon his back ; but gave 
him his own thoughts for playthings to ^muse himself 
with, until he could learn the great gune of life. I 
saw why the tempest passed over him harmlessly, for, 
like a lowly plant, he had no bulk to oppose to its 
might, and had only, af^er long years, become a mark 
for the storm, with bole and branches strong enough to 
wrestle against its power. ^* The finger of Heaven," 
exclaimed I, *' guideth all things aright." 

My eye fell upon the old mirror into which I had 
looked twenty years ago, on which I had gazed when 
a child, and marvelled how another fire and another 
room could stand within the compass of so small a 
frame. It gave me neither flattery npr welcome, but 
g;ravely 'threw me back, seated by the same hearth 
which I had so oflen scrawled over with the mis-shapen 
figures of men and monsters when a boy. We con- 
fronted each other with a familiar boldness, as if proud 
that we had stood the wear and tear of time so well. 
We looked seriously, but not unkindly, upon each other. 
The image in the mirror seemed as if it would have 
accosted me, and had much to utter, but its lips became 
compressed, as if it scorned to murmur. It gave back 
another form for a moment — a lovely maiden stood 
arranging her ringlets before it — ^but that was only 
fancy, for I remembered she had long been dead. The 
very crack which I had made along the old looking- 
glasa, when a boy, with my ball, seemed like a land* 
mark dividing the past from the present. I could have 
moralized for hours on that old mirror. 

On the wall hung the large slate on which I ventured 
to write my first couplet : what I then wrote was easily 
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cJbliterated ; my ragged jacket-cuff was the willing critic 
that passed lightly over my tiangressions, and shone all 
the brighter after the deed. I knew not that such men 
as authors lired ; every book was taken tip without a 
snspicion.of its lacking truth, and strange as they might 
seem, I felt proud in the wisdom I gathered from their 
pages. I could point out to my playmates the green 
rings which the fairies had made on the grass, tell 
them the very colours which the elfins wore, or show 
them a yalley which resembled that wherein Sinbad 
galhered his diamonds. Ignorance was then bliss in- 
deed! 

Beside the slate hung the old valentine which had 
been addressed to my mother when a girl ; my glance 
shifted from the picture to herself, and I tried in vain 
to recall the day when she received it ; her grave fea- 
tures mocked every effort of my fancy, nor could I 
imagine that there ever was a time when she ran laugh- 
ing to her gay companions to show her new valentine. 
Her venerable gray hairs, her deeply-furrowed brows, 
over which many a sorrow had trod, seemed too solemn 
ever to have unbended over those hearts and flowers, 
and that curious scissor-work, which must have been 
the labour of many a long hour. The very writing had 
become yellow. I wondered if she ever thought of her 
'* Old Sweetheart " when she rubbed off the dust from 
the glass on a Saturday — ^a task which she had done 
regularly for above forty years. 

Then there was that old tea-board, with the stately 
lady in a garden on the centre, herself overtopping 
every tree. But that tray was only used on rare occa- 
sions, real " white-cake-days," when some cousin or 
aunt came to tea ; and the mended china was handed 
carefully from the comer cupboard, and the blue glass 
sugar-basin, wbich I hoped some day to see broken, 
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that I miglit have the bits to spy through. The old 
white table was still in the same place ; and its long 
diawer seemed at last to have found iest^-4ops, marbles, 
and fishing-tackle, which it was opened a score.of thnes 
a day to rununage for, were' all gone ; there m no dan- 
ger now of running fish-hooks into their fingers when 
they open it. " Robinson Crusoe ** and * Robin Hood's 
Garland " are gone. That old drawer was a true index to 
my mind in those days s — ^they who looked therein might 
discover the true taste of its occupier ; old and worm- 
eaten as it may now seem, it has contained the greatest 
literary tremiures — the works of Shakspeare and Milton. 

How Jittle it took to make me happy in those days ! 
A dry crust from the large bread-crock, which yet stands 
under the old table ; Shakspeare, or a volume of Scott's 
immortal novels ; a day of sunshine — ^and that a holyday 
—and I had but to traverse a single street, enter Fozhy 
Lane, and bury myself in the woods, to reach my own 
lieaven. No pride — ^no object — ^no ambition — ^poverty 
was never felt, and, therefore, nnlnown ; so long as the 
bread-crock furnished forth its crust all was pleasure, 
for the clear brook in the wood was never dry. Ariel 
passed not a happier life than mine undex " the blos- 
somed bough." 

And have I forgotten those days ? No ! 1 traversed 
the scene with as much pleasure last summer as ever 
I felt in my boyhood. And, oh ! pardon me, if for a 
moment I felt proud at the thought, that the emotions 
which I had gathered in those lovely solitudes had been 
waAed to a thousand hearths. I carried the sweet 
sights and sounds of the woodland with me into the huge 
city, and many a time, while bending over my lonely 
hearth, they have come upon me like music from Hea- 
ven, and I have '* blessed them unaware." From the 
low bumming of unseen insects in the air, to the heavy 
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munniiring of the bee, as it flew singing from flower to- 
flower, or was lost amid the drowsy brawling of the 
brook, had my heart become a treasurer of their melodies. 
There I first heard the solemn tapping of the wood- 
pecker, measuring the intervals of silence ; and saw the 
blue-winged jay as she went screaming through the deep 
umbrage, startled by the harsh sounding of the wood- 
man's strokes. Sometimes the gray rabbit stole noise- 
lessly as a spirit past me through the long grass, or the 
ruddy squirrel caught my eye as he bounded from branch 
to branch. There the melancholy ring-dove struck up 
her mournful note, and was answered by the cuckoo, 
as she stood singing on the tall ash that cai^ht the 
sunshine by the side of the forest Then up flew the 
lark, carr3dng his *' tirra lirra " heavenward, until he was 
lost amid the silver of the floating clouds, and the wide 
azure of the sky rained down melody. Sometimes a 
bell came sounding solemnly over the distant river, 
(gUmpses of which might be seen here and there through 
the trees,) until the deep echo was broken by the 
dreamy cawing of the rook, or the lowing of some 
heifer that had lost itself in the wood. Anon the shrill 
'' chithering of the grasshopper " fell upon the ear, or the 
tinkling of sheep-bells, mingled with the bleating of 
lambs from the neighbouring valleys ; or up sprung the 
pheasant with a loud " whurr," the sunshine gilding his 
gaudy plumage as he divided the transpacent green of 
the underwood in his hasty flight. Sometimes the rain 
fell pattering from leaf to leaf with a pleasing sound, or 
the wind arose from its slumber, muflling its roar at first, 
as if to awaken the silence of the forest, and bid the 
gnarled oaks to gird up their huge limbs for the battle. 
Nor was it from the deep woodlands alone that all 
these sweet sounds floated ; hill and valley, and out- 
stretched plain, sent forth their melodies until the very 
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air became filled with dulcet sounds, made up of all 
strange harmonies. The plough-boy's whistle and the 
milk-maid's song mingled with the voices of children in 
the green lanes, or the shouts of labourers in the fields, 
as they called to each other. Then came the rumbling 
of huge wains, and the jingling of harness, mixed with 
the measured tramp of some herseman as he descended 
the hill. The bird-boy swung his noisy rattle amid the 
rustling com, or the mower ceased his loud " rasp, rasp," 
and leaned upon his scythe to wipe his brow, or listen 
to the report of some gnn that sent its rolling echoes 
through the valley. Sometimes the baying of a dog, or 
the clap of a far-off gate, was mingled with the sound of 
the hunter's horn, or the crowing of cocks, as they 
answered each other from the distant granges. The 
shrill plover wheeled above the wild marshes with its 
loud screams, while the bittern boomed in hollow concert 
from the rank sedge. When the village was neared, 
the hununing of human voices came louder upon the ear, 
or the sounding of the thresher's flail was broken at 
intervals by the tinkling of the blacksmith, until all was 
lost amid the gabUe and deafening clamour of some 
neighbouring farm-yard. Many of these old familiar 
sounds fell pleasantly on mine ear when I revisited 
home ; some of them coming upon me like departed 
voices, which, although not forgotten, make the hearer 
start when he finds them so near at hand. They re- 
minded me of scenes gone by— of companions who are 
now dead---Qf happy hours that can never return — ^they 
came full of foolish regrets, and 

" Silly tnitha 
That dally with the innocence of love f. 
Like the olden age.*' 

Then up rose a thousand mute objects in the landscape, 
B2 
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which had haunted me when far away, by unconsciously 
shaping themselves into the imageiy of thought, and 
diffusing their colourings over my pages. They had 
imprinted their forms upon the mind years ago, and 
ever stood present to view when Fancy turned her eye 
homeward. And many a time, amid the storm and 
darkness of winter, and in the silent watches of the 
night, had those scenes presented themselves, lighted 
, by as sweet a sunshine as slumbered there when I 
looked upon them. The old mill still stood with its 
huge sails resting upon the sky boldly and darkly, as 
when I watched the moon rising between them, and 
fancied her some monster with outstretched wings, 
newly alighted from the clouds. The distant hills up- 
heaved their green heads, bright and beautiful, as they 
had done twenty years ago, when I wondered what new 
world outstretched beyond them. The deep water roUed 
as rapidly under the dark arches of the old bridge as 
when I launched my paper boats upon the eddies, and 
stepped across to see them float through in the sunshine, 
and, when any of them was wrecked, sat down to draw 
sad comparisons belween their fate and the voyage of 
life. I traversed the path of the water-course to where 
the old mill-wheel cast up its boiling silver, and as it 
went round 

<* With its unemptied cloud of gentle rain, 
Threw an eternal April on the ground, 
Making it all one emerald.*' 

Farther on stood a well-known cottage, covered with 
thatch and numberless creeping plants, that were scarce- 
ly distinguishable from the foliage of the huge elm by 
which it was overhung; the blue smoke still curled 
amid its branches as if the tree bore its own sky, or the 
quiet dwelling was roofed over with its own little hea- 
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▼en. Beyond rose the ridgy forest, like a dark boun- 
dary that marked the confines of earth and sky ! its 
huge trees seemed slumbering upon the deep blue of 
heaven in all the gloom and grandeur of bygone years. 
I looked upon their familiar summits with a strange 
sensaticMi of melancholy pleasure, and thought that I 
might never see them again. Scarcely a gnarled and 
moss-ceveied stem, or a gray and weather-beaten gate* 
post, appeared without recalling some past recollection 
— of some book I had read — some companion I had 
oonyersed with — or the discovery of some new beauty 
in Nature. Chi that particular spot I had watched the 
sunset, and traced the last golden cloud that closed over 
his trailing splendour, or waited there until the veily 
twilight was let down from heaven, and the whole land* 
scape shadowed under its starry curtain. Farther on I 
had stood in the early morning to watch the same scene 
nnrol itself, when tree and turret broke through the 
melting mist, as if they had never before looked upon 
the li^t : or some angler, in his picturesque dress, 
moved spirit-like across the dim landscape until his 
whole figure became clear and distinct; and beyond 
him the fleece of the first sheep separated itself from 
its cloudy veil, and the sturdy steer broke his light 
covering as he arose to feed again upon the dewy pas- 
ture. Then the tall church-spire rose like a pillar of 
sunshine against the sky ; and the windows of the dis- 
tant hall flashed back the burning brightness : until the 
calm river bared its glassy breast, and the tall willows 
gave a silvery shiver as diey shrunk before the day's 
first breeze. 

Nature was then my picture-gallery ; the works of 
the Great Master were open before me, and I looked 
upon them with as much delight as if they had been my 
own ; as if every hill and valley, wood and river, had 
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only been made to glad my soul. Even amid the smoke 
of this big city, I love to hang my walls with a few rural 
scenes ; and, although it requires a great effort of ima- 
gination, endeavour to trace a resemblance between them 
and the green spots that my memory worships. What 
the artist has lefl undone, fancy at times readily fills up ; 
if he has given me a rude stile overhung by a ruder 
hawthorn, I remember some cottage-girl, with her arms 
folded, bending over just such a scene. If a dash of 
paint, that has a wet look — ^it was there that I saw her 
stooping down to fill her earthen jug. Should it be a 
brown barren bank, fancy either covers it with flowers, 
or places some shepherd-boy thereon asleep, his dog 
looking after the flock which have sprung up from the 
stones that are here and there scattered on the winding 
road. I cover his cottages with woodbine, and garland 
his ruins with ivy; people his trees with rooks, and 
hold up my hand to make a shadow just where I would 
have it to fall. If he has omitted to throw the sunshine 
over his bright parts, I wait until the first beam appears, 
or place it in a proper light, well knowing that, when 
he has done his best, he must fall far short of Nature, 
and despair of painting such skies as spread above ns, 
displaying all their cloudy glories as if they defied man 
to enter into contest with the Colourer of the heavens. 
Reader, whoever thou art, I would in this paper carry 
thee back to the days of thy childhood ; if thou art old 
and gray-headed, and art sitting alone pondering over 
|hese pages, close them for a few moments and recall 
the days of thy youth. Thou mayest not have been a 
dreamer like myself, nor given to lonely musings ; but 
has thy memory never stepped through the cloud of 
years, and dwelt upon old scenes and bygone times ? 
never heard voices babbling by thy hearth that are now 
silent ? nor heaved a sigh for the past ? . Oh, no ! there 
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18 no one, girded within the green hills of England, 
without this feeling ; the very savages will shed their 
Mood to defend the graves of their fathers. 

Whence spring these emotions ? Are the charms 
which memory throws around our home and our early 
days wholly imaginary ? Are these associations merely 
enriched by fancy, made pleasing or melancholy because 
they have passed away for ever ? My answer would 
fill pages, and I leave it to the hearts of my readers to 
reply. How much do I pity the ignorance of those who 
have beaten their brains to prove that the heart and mind 
are only affected by some chain of regularity which they 
find in the scenery of nature, some fixed property that 
is «idier high or low, rough or smooth, curved or straight, 
and can be almost reduced to a yard and foot measure- 
ment to oome at their beauties. If we are struck by the 
particular beauty of a picture, do we pause to reduce it 
to a system, to look at it bit by bit, and endeavour to 
discover some peculiar spot in which its great charm 
lies ? Or do we, when gazing upon a lovely face, en- 
deavour to fix upon an eye or lip alone, as if there the 
whole spell centred ? Or, when the mind is carried 
away by some delicious melody, seek afterward for one 
particular note, as if all the effect was found there ? No ! 
we do none of these foolish things : the objects naturally 
arrange themselves before the imagination, the sounds 
come home at once to the feelings, and that internal per- 
ception which belongs to our nature is instantly kindled. 
Volumes have been written upon this subject, and argu- 
ment upon argument advanced, which rather perplex 
than make plain the truth of the matter. On none of 
these shall I comment, but give a simple sketch of my 
own early days ; when I first awoke to a perception of 
the beautiful in nature, leaving my readers to draw their 
own inference from my limited experience, and only ad- 
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vancing such facts as bear upon the present subject, 
trusting that what may seem wanting in modesty in thus 
alluding to myself, will be excused for the sake of the 
truths which I shall record. 

When a boy I was fond of solitude, and knew no 
greater happiness than to wander alone among hills and 
woods, or by the wild and unfrequented banks of rivers. 
The same feeling clings to me now; and I can tell 
those who are so ready to sneer at the scenery around 
London, that there is many as lovely a scene within two 
hours' walk of this big city as ever skylark carolled over. 

I am no cockney, but, until the last five years of my 
life, passed the whole of my days in the country ; was 
nursed in the very heart of hills and woods, and have tra- 
velled on foot through almost eveiy country in England 
when I went in quest of employment ; yet I do here 
contend, that (excepting mountains) there is as much 
beautiful scenery within two hours' walk of London on 
the Surrey side as ever the hand of God created. Pure 
English pastoral scenery, hills, and woods, and streams, 
verdant valleys and green uplands, and all that the heart 
of man can wish for in rural scenery. All I regret is, 
that not one out of a hundred who live in London know 
anything of these sweet places ; they have never gone 
in search of the many pleasant footpaths that lead to this 
beautiful sceneiy. Oh ! that my pen had but the power 
to arouse its tens of thousands of inhabitants out of their 
smoky alleys, to look upon the lovely landscapes that 
stretch in every direction around them. Why slumbers 
the genius of the metropolis ? there is more than one 
true-bred cockney among its literary men better able to 
picture the beauties of the country around London than 
I am. Why is it not done ? We have plenty of two* 
penny-halfpenny " Guide-books * which contain no more 
poetry or spirit than a farthing rushlight ; let there be 
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sometliiiig fresh and green got up for the amusement and 
instruction of the thousands who are walled within this 
huge city ; something that would do more than tell the 
inhabitants where Jenkins and Smith and Hickinbottom 
lire ; something, I mean, that will take hold of their 
hearts. If what I hare here advanced may by some be 
considered wrong, it is, nerertheless, what from my soul 
I believe. 

But to return to myself, (a subject which too many 
men shrink from in these days, because fashion brands 
it as egotism,) — I was passionately fond of these soli- 
tudes. There could be no pride, no affectation in it ; a 
poor ragged boy, such as I then was, with a crust in his 
jacket pocket and a book under his arm, could only do 
these things because his soul loved them, for he neither 
knew the witfld, nor cared a straw for its opinions. One 
spot in particular I loved in my boyish days, even long 
before I knew that Shakspeare had fixed upon it for its 
singularity : it was within an hour's walk of my birth- 
place. It was that very spot which caused a dispute 
between Hotspur and Glendower, in the First Part of 
Henry lY ., when the map of England is produced, and 
Mortimer points out the " three limits,'' into which the 
Archdeacon had divided it. Hotspur says : 

^'MethinkB my moiety, Dorth from Burton here, 
In qatntity eqoile not one of yoars ; 
See how thb river comee, me cranking in. 
And cuts me from the best of all my land, 
A huge half-moon, a monstroua comer out. 
ril hare the cunent in thia place damned np ; 
And here the arnng and silver Trent shall mn 
In a new channel fair and evenly : 
It shall not wind with such a deep indent. 
To rob me of so sweet a bottom here." 

The " silver Trent " no longer winds like a " huge 
half-moon ;" the ** monstrous comer " is cut off, and the 
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river at this hour runs '' fair and evenly" through that 
neck of land which caused the vessels to make a circuit 
of nearly five miles, within the memory of man, without 
drawing a hundred yards nearer the end of their voyage. 
A sailor has been known to throw his hat across this 
narrow isthmus, and, after having traversed the whole 
line of banks, around the immense bend, pick it up as 
he passed, the distance he had thrown it being all the 
space he had gained after his long journey. Such an 
unnecessary circuit was, of course, a great grievance to 
those who navigated the river, especially the " haulers," 
men employed to tow up the vessels by ropes ; and one 
winter, when the river had overflowed its banks and 
inundated the neighbouring marshes, it tore through a 
great portion of this narrow neck of land. Help, as may 
be expected, was near at hand, and it is rumoured that 
the work of one night made a channel navigable for 
vessels. I have heard mention made of the name of the 
first man who sailed through the new channel, and of 
those who assisted in that night's great work. But it 
was many years ago — ^long, I believe, before my time ; 
but, if I err not, there are those living now who could, 
if they choose, say much on this matter, and who have 
looked upon the " monstrous comer," and seen many a 
white sail gliding around it. But the ancient villages 
of Burton and Bole no longer stand by the side of the 
" silver Trent," as they did in Shakspeare's time : the 
river now rolls nearly two miles away from them ; it is 
long since their gray church-towers looked down upon 
their shadows in the water. The bed of the river is 
dry. I have peeled osiers in its deep and ancient chan- 
nel, and spent many an hour in hunting for the nest of 
the plover on its wild and sedgy banks. 

I know not how such scenery might affect others, but 
to my boyish fancy there was something strangely wild 
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and pleasing in traversing the bed of that ancient river — 
in planting my foot on a spot wheve, for hundreds of 
years, the waters had rolled, even, perchance, from the 
day when the Omnipotent said, " Let there be light." 
To think that the ancient Briton might have paddled his 
wicker boat above my head ; that Alfred might have 
sailed along the "hundred- armed Trent," and passed 
over the spot where T then stood, when he came un- 
aware upon the rude abodes of the savage Danes, star- 
tling them by the sight of his oared fleet, as they stood, 
half-robed and half-aflrighted, peeping between the wild 
willows ; or that, in a period more remote, the tramp of 
Roman soldiers might have affrighted the bittern from 
her nest, and sent her booming above their ranks. Then 
I had but to ascend from the green bed of the river and 
climb its sloping banks, to look over the loveliest of land* 
scapes — ^hill and wood in the distance, gray, or green, 
or cloud-like, just as the face of Heaven turned thither- 
ward, and uplifted or let fall its many-coloured veil of 
clouds. 

My reading at that time was every way as confused 

as my thoughts. Poor Mrs. T ! where is now the 

remains of that old library of thine — those ragged and 
tattered volumes, which even the very rats seemed to 
have forsaken ? Dear old lady ! many a time have I 
come trembling when I have owed thee a penny, fearing 
that I should be refused the perusal of another armful 
of odds and ends. Many of thy venerable tomes had 
lost numberless pages, and sometimes whole chapters. 
Vol. I. had never seen Vol. II. for many a year, and Vol. 
III. had often no predecessor ; and fine work was it 
for the fancy to fill up these huge gaps, and to give such 
a beginning and an ending to the works as the author 
himself never dreamed of. A strange medley was that 
old library ; a wild chaos of ragged pages, piled together 



28 RURAL SKETCHES. 

without any regard to order : histmes, trarels, voyages, 
and shipwrecks, plays, poams, romances, and fables-^ 
some perfect, others torn and mangled by forgotten hands. 
All these were devoured with avidity. I had no one 
to explain difficult passages to me, no one to guide my 
mind aright, or throw light upon those parts which were 
beyond my own understanding. Unlike the dry learn- 
iog of schools, where the heavy and useless task is 
conned through many a weary hour, these books were 
my greatest delight. I read them with an eager ear- 
nestness, a mad relish of pleasure, such as only a boy 
can feel : under trees in old woods, among the hills, 
wild lanes, or on the pleasant banks of rivers, did I re- 
tire, and, murmuring to myself, like a bee abroad in the 
sunshine, sipped the honey from those old volumes. 
Then it was a pleasure to arise vnth the sun, and begin 
my daily task early ; for when the allotted labour was 
done, the remainder of the day was my own, and many 
a time have I accomplished by noon what, for a boy, 
was considered a heavy day's work. Oh ! when shall 
I ever again feel that wild gladness which carried me 
away from myself, and sent my heart and soul into an* 
other world, where there was neither " fever nor fret," 
where Sorrow never looked sad, and Care carried a 
sunshine on his brow ! 

Then was I indeed happy. I had discovered a world 
which was all my own. I was a mighty king and 
reigned over time ; my dominions extended to the utter* 
most end of the earth. I had silver valleys, and tall 
mountains in the clouds, and could at will trarerse the 
blue floor of the sky, and thread the winding walks along 
the starry steepness of Heaven. The magician's wand 
was found — ^I could conjure up the mighty dead, and 
people the green hills with departed forms — could hear 
Homer's voice in the storm, and catch the sweet whis* 
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perings of Shakspeare in the low rusding of the leares. 
I was like a child turned loose into a field covered with 
flowers, who runs hither and thither with outstretched 
arms in wild delight, then throws himself down, and with 
each hand grasps a tuft of the gaudy bells, and believes 
himself the possessor of all he has seen. My mind was 
filled with strange thoughts ; it reflected back a thousand 
rich colourings, all confused and intermingled, like the 
minbeams that pass through the deep-dyed windows of 
a cathedral, ^ streams of all hues." Truth was blended 
with fiction, and both were broken by fantastic shadow- 
ings and chequered lights, which resembled the stained 
lattice itself. Sun, and moon, and stars, and clouds, 
floating with their silvery drapery flowing loose, and 
winged seraphim, mingled in splendid barbarity, and 
were interwreathed with kings and warriors, angels and 
fairies ; while over all arched the glory of Heaven, and 
shot down its sunlight in a blaze, to illuminate this ima- 
ginary and dreamy world. Scenes of chivalry passed 
before my excited mind ; the spirit-stirring days of battle 
and banner, and all the gorgeous pomp of heraldry, swept 
along under pillared domes in clanking mail, with flut- 
tering pennon and waving plume, and shields on which 
the rampant lion flamed in gold. All these were massed 
together like the gliding imagery of a dream, where 
faces peep out through the silver curtaining of sleep, 
then pass away and drop the vapoury folds through 
which they appeared. They came and went without 
form or order ; they were made up of past, present, and 
future ; they were like a rich banquet called up in sleep ; 
and there the soul held glorious revelry — ^the heart seem- 
ed as if it was steeped in the sunshine of an eternal 
summer. But these visions have nearly all passed away. 
They sprang up then in my heated imagination, like 
weeds and flowers that flourish together ; and even now^ 
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I fear, they shoot up with too equal a pace, for no watch* 
ful gardener ever tended their growth. 

Then I could pause between the pages of my book, 
and, looking out over the lovely landscape, call up the 
fancied features which it had worn a thousand years 
before. There stood the altar of the Druid amid that 
clump of oaks ; the white beard of the grim priest ap- 
peared in the cloud that showed itself through a vista 
in the branches ; his flowing drapery was half hidden 
amid the foliage. The wolf had made his lair under 
the dark ledge of the shaggy embankment. I could even 
now point out the spot where a thousand times my fancy 
has seen his eyes glare. Farther on was Cssar en- 
camped ; the Roman eagle caught the sunshine as it 
streamed along the wood-side. In the distance rose the 
rude huts of the ancient Britons, their roofs wearing the 
colour of the surrounding forest ; a solitary deer stalked 
through a green glade. Then the scene changed— I 
heard the heavy tramp of the Norman soldiers beyond 
the hills ; it was night, and a Saxon village was in 
flames ; the firelight fell along a vast waste of moorland, 
beyond which rose a forest. I heard the shriek of wo- 
men, and saw their dishevelled hair, as they rushed 
across the moor with their children, and sought shelter 
in the wild wood. Here and there the form of a Nor- 
man horseman stood out amid the blaze, resting in bold 
reli^ on the fiery-fronted sky. Then the warring an- 
gels of Milton mingled with the flying women of Peter 
Wilkins. I heard the rushing of their wings some- 
where above the hills, where the brook came headlong 
from the heights. The dragon of the Ripheanwood «;on- 
fronted the merrier one of Wantley. A woman fled 
with her child into the desert. I saw the figure of St. 
George on a milk-white steed, threading his way through 
a desert between the hills. Aladdin stole by with his 
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wonderful lamp. The Forty Thieres waited until night- 
fall in a coppice near the town. Oberon and Titania 
held their revels in the moonlight, and a hundred dainty 
sprites did 

*' Hop in my walks, and gambol in mine eyes." 

Then passed in long array the creations of Bunyan ; I 
saw the Slough of Despond on the swampy marshes, or 
looked beyond to the distant wicket, where stretched the 
walls of Beelzebub's castle, high and embattled ; — Great- 
Heart and Giant Despair swept by. I heard the roaring 
of the lions, and saw the cave strewed with human 
bones. The sun sank over the Delectable Mountains, 
and the forms of the shepherds faded away iit the de- 
scending twilight until all assumed the look of the En- 
chanted Land, or amid the darkness rose the Valley and 
Shadow of Death. Even the river-depths were peopled, 
and the clouds mirrored therein were the roofs of crystal 
palaces, where Nymph and Syren dwelt, and bore the 
bodies of the drenched mariners to coral couches, and 
sang over them their wild sea-songs. These and a thou- 
sand other such waking visions were ever before me, all 
interspersed and varied like a field of flowers in May, 
and never looked upon without producing a feeling of 
deep delight. 

Such were my boyish reveries ; nay, if aught, more 
highly coloured than I have here given them, and I doubt 
not but there are thousands besides myself who have had 
similar thoughts and feelings, although they have never 
adventured to give them utterance. I have at times tried 
to imagine the feelings of a man who is about to emi- 
grate, fylly convinced that he never again will look upon 
his native land — ^to m% mind, it brings thoughts allied to 
death. I could fancy that I was going away to die- 
going to live somewhere until Death came — in some 
huge jvison, with a gaol-like sky above it, and an area 
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that might stretch hundreds of miles with a wide sea 
around it, on the margin of which I should wander alone, 
sighing away my soul in wishes to regain my native land. 
Everything would be strange to me, the landscape would 
call up no recollections ; I should not have even a tree 
to call my friend, n(» a flower which I could say was 
my own. Ah ! after all, it is something to look upon 
the church-yard where those that we loved are at rest, 
to gaze upon their graves, and think over what we have 
gone through with them, and what we would now under- 
go to recall them from the dead. Reader, pardon these 
childish thoughts — they forced themselves into my mind, 
and I have recorded them ; they seem to awaken my 
metoory anew and strip me of a score of years : they 
have a foolish hold of my affections. But surely it is a 
worthy passion to cherish ; there seems something holy 
about the past ; it is freed from all selfishness ; we love 
it for its own sake ; we sigh for it, because it can never 
again be recalled ; even as a fund mother broods over 
the memory of some darling child that is dead, as if she 
had but then discovered how much her heart loved it. 
Still, if we all clung with a like affection to the scenes 
of our childhood, this would be but a spiritless world; 
the soul of adventure would die away, knowledge would 
be on the wane, discovery would make but little pro- 
gress ; and that high intellectual state, which so many 
have gained, would be but little aspired to. It is, per- 
haps, a truth, that many of the charms which wo discover 
in the past are imaginary ; that they only become plea- 
sing through associations, and that the reality is just what 
the mind thinks, or the heart feels, while contemplating 
them : admitting this to be all, it is even then a high 
intellectual enjoyment. The generality of nuinkind 
reflect too little ; it is not the mere reading of books 
alone that ought to engross the mind ; a thousand to- 
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lumea may be pursued, and the reader find himself bat 
little improved after such a task. There are thousands 
who spend all their leisure time over books, who but 
rarely draw their chairs toward the fire, and pass away 
an hour or two in silent thinking, in holding a solemn 
conyerse with themselves. We hare within us a huge 
Tolume, full of deep interest and experience, the pages 
of which are too seldom examined, although they teem 
with simple truths. Let us look at a few of its plainest 
passages. We are sitting here now — we remember 
those who formerly assembled around this very hearth ; 
— where are they 7 What should we have beeti if such 
a one had lived ? What threw us into our present posi- 
tion ? A few angry words have, perchance, altered our 
situation in life : we were too proud to e^lain, or we 
pined for a change. Mere chance perhaps caused us 
to leave our native home, or there are many events linked 
with the change. 

Many remembered scenes and familiar faces pass 
through the mind while it is in such a state of contem- 
plation. We seem to live over again the past scenes 
of our life, and our natures become solemnized after such 
reflections. I speak not of the necessity of preparing 
for another state of existence ; but if we inure the mind 
to look steadfastly and seriously on the past, we school 
it almost imperceptibly for the approach of death. Our 
notions of death become divested of those terrors which 
are too often and with bad taste exaggerated : we con- 
template it as a natural change— one which is as sure 
to come as darkness closes upon the day. We look 
beyond the grave with the eye of faith, and humbly hope 
to mingle again with those we loved on earth. Our 
mind becomes hallowed by the images which pass over 
it ; our thoughts are xesting-pkees for the past — ^the 
ladder by which we seem to ascend to heaven, and on 
C 
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which the spirits of those whose memories we cherish 
descend. 

.Riches are not always attended with happiness, nor 
has poverty misery alone for a companion. An intellect 
tual mind is the surest wealth : contemplatire man can 
create his own happiness. Maay a rich man is too often 
a slave to fashion : he tugs at the galley in chains of gold. 
To one who, like myself, has been compelled to forego 
the quiet of rural life, the false gild and glitter of the 
multitude is more apparent. I look round and see thou- 
sands "whose Ikes are spent in search of empty pleasure, 
in the wearisome monotony of fashion and parade, as if 
they only studied to drive from the heart all substantial 
happiness. Society has too many forms, too many cus- 
toms that signify nothing, as if they were but established 
to kill time, to make the very least of the hours which 
they pass together. How small a poiti<|n of the time 
and expense dedicated to mere form and show, would 
suffice for the spreading of true happiness, for binding 
together a knot of kindred hearts which might be made 
to beat like one — ^a concentration of sympathies in place 
of those pretended friendships that spring up, the mere 
shadows of a night, and melt away like the morning 
mist. These are not alone my own sentiments — they 
have fallen from the lips of men whose names rank high 
in the present day ; they have found that their is a want 
of heart in a mixed and strange society, a want of hap- 
piness in the gayest assemblies, a lack of sincerity in 
the greetings of fashion, a grave mockery in the formal 
introduction, a frowning welcome too often covered over 
with a false smile. Yet what crushing and jostling do 
we daily see among the thousands who are ever eager 
to be foremost at this splendid misery ; they rush to 
fashion in fifties, and leave true friendship to brood over 
his own hearth alone. Those who have a kindred feel- 
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iag with each other are dispersed in these assemblies ; 
the man of wit is surrounded by a circle who must have 
laughter ; the man of genius wastes his thoughts on a 
group who have grown tired of eaeh other, and have no 
relish for the beauties which he brings before them ;— 
and all this is done in the very teeth of common sense, 
and at the sacrifice of common comfort, because it is a 
custom. And what is the cause of all this sacrifice but 
a want of storing the mind with intellectual treasures, 
of making a dwelling-place therein to which the soul 
could fiy with pleasure, and there find leal happiness ! 
All the elements of good feeling are found th^re — ^nay, 
in the veriest slave of fashion you often find a maa with 
a right heart, one who wastes his lundness on a multitude, 
and is never thoroughly appreciated. Such men, we 
have seen, attempt to difiuse cheerfulness m a dull com- 
pany ; but it was like hanging up a lamp in a sepulchre 
— ^the light fell only on the dead. Those who have the 
largest circle of acquaintance have in general the few- 
est friends : mankind oftener meet together for amuse- 
ment than to benefit each other : and many there are 
who endeavour rather to make themselves feared than 
loved. True, you sometimes meet with those in the 
g^tter and pomp of this empty parade that you could take 
to your heart for ever — those with whom you would like 
to walk, and talk, and make friends of — whom you would 
give your very soul for, if you could but redeem them 
from the fire of fashion ; but you find with regret that 
they have drunk too deeply of the enchanted cup, and 
that to meet them often you must lift the poisoned chalice 
to your own lips. It perhaps but ill becomes me to make 
these remarks ; however, I have no false dignity to up- 
hold, and have, therefore, blundered them out, believing 
that they are the trutih. 
After all, I fear my endeavours are too Quixotic ; and 
C2 
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I may better succeed in recalling the minda of my readers 
to a remembrance of what is rural and beautiful in Na^ 
ture, than in bringing about that old-fashioned English 
heartiness which is daily decaying. I have a great 
inclination to mend many things which are going wrong 
in the world ; and although my rough country notions 
may have sprung from error, I cannot resist the oppor- 
tunity of giving vent to them occasionally, conscious that 
he who means rightly will soonest obtain pardon for doing 
that which is wrong. I should like to see society so 
constructed, that, when they meet together aAer only a 
brief absence, the meeting should be as pleasurable as 
« Home Revisited " in reality. 
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OLD CUSTOMS OP TRAVELLING. 

" And foon a pMaaga-boat awtpk gayly by, 
Laden with pMsant-girlt, and froit, and flowmra, 
And man J a chantidaer and partiet caged 
For YeYay's maricet-place." 

Ro«IBS. 

Amono the many changes which have taken place 
within the last twenty yeais, none have undergone a 
greater alteration than ^e system of trayeliing. For- 
merly, a joamey of ten or twenty miles was considered 
a great event — a matter that was talked over long before- 
hand, and required no small preparation. '* Ah ! an it 
please God, I shall sleep many a mile off to-morrow 
night," some old farmer would say as he stooped to 
unbutton his gaiters, and paused between every button, 
wondering who and what he should see, and going to 
bed an hour or two earlier, that he might be on his jour« 
ney betimes. Perchance he took his rosy-faced wife 
with him ; and John had strict charge over-night to give 
either Jewel, or Diamond, (whichever carried double 
best,) an extra feed of com, and strict command to see 
that the pillion was put on fast, " for the misses is bound 
to ride behind me o' the morrow." 

Goodly steeds were these BaUs, and Jewels, and Dia- 
monds, on whose backs I have many a time been mounted 
in my boyhood— backs as broad as a table, and on which 
us youngsters used to sit like tailors. But then they 
were such sober animals ; you would just as soon think 
of a iull-wigged, long-robed, grim old judge bursting out 
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into a loud laugh while wearing the black cap and about to 
pass sentence, as one of these old family horses shying, 
running away, or playing any tricks. True, they would 
trot ; but, oh, how unlike any other horse's trotting ! 
It was a voluntary " shog, shog, shog," as if they were 
trying to shake the very shoes from your feet, and begun 
just when they took it into their heads, or were tired of 
walking. What a good understanding was there between 
one of these old roadsters and the farmer and his wife, 
whom he so willingly and quietly bore to market ! — 
Poor fellow ! they would as soon think of sending their 
little grandson Dick to the next town with the large 
basket of butter and eggs, as they would of riding old 
Bail up a steep hill. No : the old man alights very 
carefully, then helps his bonny dame down ; and as she 
smiles perhaps when he is about to catch her, he says» 
" Thee and thy sins are a featish weight together, my 
old giri ;" and he looks tenderly upon her, well knowing 
that her greatest crime would not disturb the n»08t ten- 
der conscience. Having seen that the basket is safely 
buckled on the pillion, they jog merrily afoot up the hill 
together ; and if Ball should take a fancy to a mouthful 
of the short sweet grass beside the bank, why, they wait 
patiently ; and perhaps the kind-hearted old dame ga- 
thers a handful of primroses, and says, " Nanny San- 
derson's bairns always look fot a few flowers when I 
leave their week's butter." 

They pass the hill-top before they mount again: there 
is no need to hurry. They had breakfast over by five, 
and Lincoln is only twelve miles : if they are there by 
ten, they will be soon enough. Perhaps they stop and 
have a pint of ale and a " snack " at the sign of the Blue 
Bell in the valley, and give old Ball a mouthful of hay. 
He is patted, and whisks his ears and tail to and fro 
with delight, for he well knows that his master never 
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gave bim aa unkind word ; and before mounting again, 
the old farmer slackens the girth : he woidd not sit easy 
if he thought it pinched old Ball : no, he would sooner 
run the risk of rolling himself and his bonny old dame 
to the earth together. On they go again as steady as 
the current of a brook in summer, the rosy housewife 
throws one arm around her husband, and the fine old 
fellow feels proud that she confides her safety to bim. 
Sometimes he pulls up to survey his neighbour's fields, 
and thinks that such a pasture would be better if the 
eddish were eaten down, or remarks that some hedge 
needs a few more quick-sets. Perchance the very far- 
mer who owns that property will dine with him after 
the market is past, and over their ale and pipes they will 
discuss these matters. Such was the old system of 
travelling to market ; and a few thrifty couples may yet 
be found who still make one pad carry themselves and 
their commodities once or twice a week to the next town. 
Another, and by far the more picturesque, method of 
travelling to market is, by the market-boats ; for such 
are they called, and ue seldom in requisition at any other 
time. Numbers of these are still in use on the beautiful 
River Trent, and are no doubt built in the same form as 
they were three centuries ago. I have often marvelled 
that our painters have not looked more narrowly into the 
country for subjects. They might find groups as beau- 
tiful on the rivers of England, as those which grace the 
canals of Venice, or dot the waters of the Rhine. I 
would not grudge a few days* hard writing if I could 
thereby persuade our tourists to explore a little deeper 
into their own lovely country : there are spots in Eng- 
land that will bear comparison with the proudest scenes 
of France or Italy, and contain as much poetic beauty, 
saving only the savage grandeur of the mountains, as 
any portion of the praise-bespattered continent. 
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I c&re not what travellers may say about the long- 
haired and black-eyed daughters of other countries, I 
will match the fair maidens of merry England against 
any foreign commodities which may be imported, and 
back the beauties of my own natire Trent agaiast any 
of the beUes of the Rhine. What faces may be seen 
floating on a market-day in summer down the " hundred- 
armed river," as Milton has beautifully called the Trent 
^what pure red and white ! Some have accused me 
of only looking on the bright side of things, and colour- 
ing the commonest objects in my pages ; I cannot help 
it : I see so much that is beautiful in the world, that I 
cannot pause to contemplate the horrible. Like the boy 
who would see none first on Valentine-day but his own 
sweetheart, and shut his eyes until he heard her Toice» 
so do I aroid describing, as much as possible, that which 
is painful or miserable. 

Our market-boats are similar to those lighters so com- 
mon on the Thames, saving that the hold is generally 
covered in, and that so strongly as to bear passengers, 
when other parts of the deck are overcrowded. It is a 
beautiful sight to behold one of these old-fashioned boats 
gliding along withm twenty yards of the shore, on the 
sunny mornings of summer ; and to see young and old 
seated thereon side by side, old women in their scarlet 
cloaks and black gipsy bonnets, and bonny lasses in 
their best " bib and tucker ;'' for they generally array 
themselves in their holyday costumes on these occasions. 
Then, what treasures are piled upon the deck, or stowed 
away within the hold ; what a gabbling and clamour 
among the turkeys, geese, ducks, and every variety of 
farm-yard fowl ; what piles of fruit ; what stores of but- 
ter, eggs, and cheese ! and, oh ! above all, what gossip, 
and — shall I write it ? — what secret envy ! 

Betsy whispers Sally, that Fanny seems too proud to 
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speak to them this morning, since she's got that new 
shawl and Leghorn bonnet on ; and, marry, after aO, 
she looks but a fright ; and thejr wotdd not wear such 
an ugly shape, no, if they might have it for nothing ! 
And Fanny keeps her eyes riveted upon the butter-bas- 
ket, which, for lack of room, she is compelled to hold 
upon her knee. Then some old woman inquires of 
Fanny what she intends to ask for butter that day, but 
Fanny cannot tell — she will see how the market goes ; 
and she again fixes her eyes upon the basket, for she 
dare not look around lest she should see everybody 
eying her new clothes. 

Then there are Farmer Jobson's daughters ; and they 
boih have got new riding-habits on, and they begin to 
converse with one another, and remark how stupid it 
was of father not to let them have the two horses to ride 
on to market, especially when they had donned their 
new habifs. But old Jobson heard them not : " Jack 
wanted Diamond and Jewel that day, to carry a little 
manure into th' far paddock ; so both the young missess- 
es mun go by th* market-boat." 

And they do go ; but never was motion so near a stand- 
still as it is with that boat. What a while they are pass- 
ing the willow tree on the bank ! there is time enough 
to sleep, dream, and awake again, before they will ad- 
vance the length of that field. They had the tide in 
their favour for the first two miles, but now the current 
is about to turn, and two men must haul the boat along. 
The ropes are thrown out, and two brawny ''mud 
shovers," (for they are never called sailors who manage 
such craft,) with trousers turned up, and their heavy 
boots laced high up the ancle, place the noose of the rope 
over the right shoulder and under the left arm, then, 
folding their arms on their breasts, with heads bow-bent, 
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they move leisurely along, by '< bank and shore, and 
tree and stile." 

What a body of water is borne along before the head 
of the boat ! They are truly " Dutch-built," with prows 
as round as an apple. What room would there be lost 
were they made sharp ahead ! How could they possi- 
bly pack those immense hampers forward, if they were 
built after any other model: they are aquatic stage- 
wagons, the ponderous four-wheelers of the river. 

Deuced hard work is that hauling, and almost << drags 
the very heart out !" Then the men hare to keep below 
the bank, and at every stride sink over the boots in mud. 
What a time they are lifVing up one leg and putting 
another down! True, they might move quicker, but 
*< could they hold it out V* Reader, if ever thou goest 
into Lincolnshire, try if thou canst keep up a brisker 
pace than theirs only for two hundred yards. Then 
what stoppages ! There is the sloop Ann, bound for 
Burton Stather — she is coming the contraiy way, and, 
as it is but little beyond high water, she must also be 
hauled, and either one set of haulers or the other must 
let go their lines ; then they have to be drawn into the 
boat again, or they might be broken. When the vessel 
has passed, the rope is again thrown ashore ; and it is 
wonderful to see the distance to which a skilful water- 
man will throw the coil of one of those towing lines. 

On they go again, slowly and steadily ; the men who 
are dragging the boat along " sweating like brocks ;" 
it is complete " horse work ;" but no horses are allowed 
to haul above Gainsborough bridge. Any one standing 
on the opposite bank, would imagine that they never 
could reach the market-town before sunset. But they 
will be home before then. The current will be in their 
favour back; and if they have started at &ve in the 



OLD CUSTOMS OP TRAVBLLINO. 43 

moniingy and, after the first hour or so, go but a mile 
and a half the remainder of the way, they will arrive at 
their journey's end by ten. The market will be over by 
one ; two hoars for shopping and their dinners ; and 
home again by seven. Slow but sure is this old system 
of travelling. 

Nor must we pass down the river without observing 
the different femes on a market-day — the broad, flat- 
bottomed ferry-boats, bringing over droves of sheep, 
swine, bullocks, horoes, and horsemen, vrith pretty 
village girls, who may be seen moving along the river- 
banks with their various loads — some carrying them on 
the head, and others on the arm. Nor are these ferries 
crossed without accidents ; vessels passing will some- 
times run athwart the boat, or the horses take fright 
and plunge into the river. The ferry-men are generally 
brave, brawny fellows — an amphibious race — who at 
times run many risks, especially in the night, when 
they are aroused to carry over some drunken farmer. 
In winter, too, theirs is a perilous occupation, when 
the river is swollen vrith the rains, or filled with masses 
of floating ice : many a tale could we tell of accidents 
'< by flood and field," but they would be out of place in 
this chapter. 

The heavy " pack-horses " have long been out of date, 
and all that now serves to remind us of this very anciest 
mode of travelling with merchandise is some ale-house 
sign. What sensation must the entrance of these vene- 
rable travellers have created in the remote towns and 
villages in the olden time, with the jingling of their 
bells, and the clattering of hoofs, and their huge packs 
of goods strapped securely on the backs of their strong 
horses to half the height of a man. What a treat would 
it be now to sit and listen to the conversation of those 
worthy wayfarers, when, after a long journey, they got 



44 RURAJL 8KBTCHX8. 

warmed with humming ale, and told tales of highway- 
men, and lonely roads, and dark nights, and bales of 
silks stolen, worth so much an ell, and where they con- 
cealed their money, and what struggles they had had 
with footpads. A rare paper will we write some day 
on these matters ere long. 

Then there was the old postman in war time, who 
used to blow his horn as proudly as an ancient herald, 
and enter the town with a long sword by his side and 
a brace of loaded pistols in his holsters. A great man 
was the old postman, thus mounted on his raw-boned 
steed, in former days, and many a poor horseman was 
glad to trayel in his wake to the distant market-town. 
And, oh ! to see him do his sword*exercise in the Black- 
head parlour with the poker on an evening ! Few, I 
deem, who heard him talk, would like to make an attack 
on him in the day-time when armed and mounted. 

What sturdy fellows were the old wagoners! men 
who never travelled more than two miles an hour, and 
halted either to bait themselves or their horses at every 
road-side inn. How the heavy wheels of their pon- 
derous wains ground down the ridges of the ruts ; and 
with what difficulty did they travel when the roads were 
bad ! How the heart of the foot-beaten traveller was 
oveijoyed when he saw one of these huge vehicles 
approach ! What a titne he might ride for a shilling ; 
and what a comfortable nap he might enjoy on the 
straw ! Then what pretty faces might be seen some- 
times peeping out from between the tilt ! — a mother and 
her children journeying to some distant town, where 
her husband had found employment. £ ven the husband 
himself, when seeking work, had begged a ride of the 
old wagoner ; perhaps he had then no money to pay 
his fare. But when he got employment he went to 
the inn where the old wagoner put up— where he had 
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halted for many years — ^the inn itself perh^M called the 
Wagon and Horses— and there they drank their cup 
of ide and smoked their pipes together. And the poor 
father sent money to his family eveiy week by the old 
wagoner, and he would charge nothing for his trouble, 
but take part of a cup of ale now and then. I wish I 
could paint the old man the first time he sought out the 
poor mechanic's wife, and counted out the few shillings 
from his old yellow bag, and gave the children a penny 
each out of his own pocket, and told them that some 
day he should take them all to see their father. Well, 
they are on their way now, and every time the old man 
stops to have his pint of ale, he asks the poor mother 
to drink, and cuts ofi* a large piece of his bread and 
cheese for the children. God bless him for it ! 

Who that has read <' Roderick Random " can forget 
the scene in the wagon, where Joey grumbles at Cap- 
tain Weazel because " he won't suffer the poor wagoner 
to make a penny ;" and where poor Strap pitches upon 
the stomach of the captain, and the lady regrets " that 
they did not wait for the chariot ;" and the old usurer 
chuckles at Jenny until he brings on a fit of coughing. 
Rare fun, I doubt not, might be found in these rude 
conveyances in the olden time. Then what important 
men the wagoners themselves must have been before 
stage-coaches became common. We read in Roderick 
Random of the dinner being prepared for the wagon 
people just as it awaits the coming in of the coaeh in 
the present day. Joey would not be. one to hurry off 
his passengers in a quarter of an hour, as they do now ; 
no horn to sound then just as the best dishes appeared. 
But the system has beaten itself ; not half the people 
stay to dine now that did formerly : yon are scarcely 
seated before you hear the announcement, "coaeh 
ready." They cannot let well alone. 
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Next come the old carriers' carts — rickety vebicles, 
that poke their way from village to town aboat twice a 
week; sometimes carrying two or three passengers, 
and giving some old woman or other a help Ob the road 
with her butter-basket. Oh ! how I love to see these 
old-fashioned conveyances winding along the green 
lanes of merry England — their gray, rent, and weather- 
beaten tilts, rocking above the tops of the hawthorn 
hedges, the crack of the whip, and the " gee whoa " of 
the drivers ringing over the quiet fields. But they are 
daily dwindling away, and I am (perhaps foolishly) 
regretting the change. To me, however, they are 
fraught with pleasant reminiscences, little simple adven- 
tures, and boyish incidents, that are perchance, afler 
all, only sweet because they are gone. Well, I have 
journeyed by them all, have floated drowsily along in 
the slow-moving market-boat, or little packet drawn by 
its single horse, been in the ponderous wagon, slept 
all night on the straw, and eaten my breakfast with 
" Joey." I have rode home by the village carrier in 
the sweet mornings of summer, when I could alight and 
gather a handful of flowers, and overtake him again 
without hurrying, or stop and look for birds' nests in 
the hedges that were white and fragrant with the blos- 
soming hawthorn ; 1 have rolled along the rapid and 
almost breathless railways, shot up the rivers in the 
swift steamers, and been tossed all night on the stormy 
sea, sat behind four good horses on the stage-coach, and 
after alj must confess, that I dearly love the old Customs 
of Travelling. 
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RAILWAY TRAVELLING. 

" Now there is nothing giree a mm such spirit*, 
(Leavening his blood as cajenne doth a cany,) 
As going at fall speed — no matter where its 
Direction be, so 'tis but in a burrj, 
And merelj for the sake of its own merits ; 
For the less caase there is for all this flurry, 
The greater is the pleasare of arriTing 
At the great end of travel — ^which is driving.*' 

ByrwCs Don Juan. 

Assuredly we cannot now complain of the flight of 
Time, since we have so many inventions for treading 
hard upon his heels. The genius of man has, in many 
instances, gained the mastery over the elements : we 
no longer hear that " The king said sail, and the wind 
said no ;" for now thump goes the steam-engine, and 
away glides the ponderous vessel, with the wind and 
tide waging war in her teeth. Ariel need no longer 
sing— 

" Fall fathom Ave thy father lies ;" 

for the diving-bell would speedily reach him, and all the 
sooner if his bones were made of coral. Where only 
the eagle once soared. Monk Mason now studies, he 
being one of the few authors who 

" Into the heaven of heavens has presumed, 
(An earthly guest) and drawn empyreal air." 

What would our forefathers have thought had they 
been told that, within a few years, we should be dragged 
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at the tail of an engine at the rate of thirty miles an 
hour ?•<— that we should be hurried through the very 
bowels of the hills up which they have so often panted, 
and led on only by fire and water-— clear a deep dark- 
ness at which they would have quaked — a cavern that 
extended for a mile or two under the earth, and would 
be passed in twice the number of minutes ? What would 
the highwayman of the olden time think now, could he 
arise and view that street of carriages, bearing inhabi- 
tants who would out-number the population of many an 
English village ? Turpin and his Black Bess would 
stand aghast : his ** deliver or die," would be lost amid 
the rumbling of the wheels, and his favourite steed dead- 
beaten ere he could get alongside to vent a volley of 
oaths. Even fearful old ladies would shake their silk 
purses at him in triumph, and children point their pop- 
guns at the grim old robber with a malicious grin. 
The old market-boats and creaking stage-wagons that 
we now pass on the road, seem to move like tortoises, 
compared with the mad gallop of the railway-carriages. 
The engine appears like some unearthly monster, that 
never once breathes during his journey, but is ready to 
burst at the end of the race, and upheaves the pent 
steam from his iron nostrils with louder roarings than 
the fabled dragons of old. He is fed on fire, and shod 
with iron, and death is the doom of all he tramples upon. 
The poetry of travelling is gone — the romance of 
road-side adventure is at an end : in vain will the mo- 
dem novelist attempt to distinguish his heroine in the 
passing train — forms and faces glide by like the mingled 
colours on a school-boy's whipping-top— an amalgamated 
mass of hues which the rapid motion seems to blend 
into one. Elopements may now be made in safety, if 
the lovers can only secure the first train ; asthmatical 
old guardians can never give chase-— the rapidity with 
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which the vehicles moTe will prevent the short-winded 
from breathing : no being overtaken by brothers ; duel- 
ling and changing horses, and separate rooms, are at an 
end— our light literature must now become woven with 
steam— our incidents must arise from blows-up, and 
love be made over broken legs ; while here and there 
the BOveUst will have to record the falling in of a tunnel, 
the only chance left ** for a touch at the sublime.'* 

The good old days of chance courtship have vanished : 
if a lady happened to let her glove fall irom the coach, 
there was an opening for some gallant to leap off and 
return it with a good grace. But now there is no st<^- 
ping ; one might as well call upon the wind as upon 
the conductor to check the speed of his fiery dragon ; 
'tis as much as the guard can do to make him hear 
with his shrill whistle : ere one can say " my hat's 
blown off," we have shot a mile ahead, and the con- 
ductor mourns the accident at the next station ; and 
there is no lack of sympathy at the distance of thirty 
miles. The tables within the carriages are like those 
which held the feasts of the enchanters : whatever is 
laid upon them less weighty than a brick, is whisked 
away by a viewless spirit, and carried you wot not 
whither. Wo be unto the wight that layeth down his 
gloves, handkerchief, or umbrella — that nnlooseneth his 
pocket-book, to spread out his letters, for they will be 
given as a prey unto the winds, unless he carrieth his 
own curtaining, or is rich enough to travel in a first- 
class carriage. Then there are those gloomy tunnels 
opening their grim portals to receive us, and darkening 
around us like the valley and shadow of death. You 
are immersed within the bowels of f bkck cavern — the 
groaning monster which has borne you away utters his 
most hellish moans in the darkness— -flakes of fire here 
and there flutter along the low-browed vault — ^the earth 
D 
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seems rocking beneath, while one dull, prolonged echo 
throws back the continued clatter. Perchance a solitary 
lamp is fixed in the roof of your carriage, and the sickly 
yellow light falls upon the face of some wrinkled old 
man who has closed his eyes from fear. All beside is 
dark — ^nothing is visible but that hideous face in the 
distance. At first he appears like a fiend ; you cannot 
separate him from the flakes of red fire, the darkness, 
and the bellowing of the monster. By degrees he be- 
comes a bandil : you have seeft just ^ uch a face in the 
caverns in Salvator Rosa's pictures : then he is dead — 
his face grows sharp and thin in the yellow light^-his 
eyes move not under the lurid gleam — ywk are in the 
tomb with him ! By and by you feel the wind of hea- 
ven upon your cheek — the daylight breaks in upon yov, 
and you are again rolling between upheaved banks, or 
on the brown backs of massy arches — ^rubbing the flakes 
of soot from your face, or writhing under some sharp 
particle which has chosen your eye for an abiding-place : 
you seem as if racing against the wind, and that, out of 
sheer vexation at being beaten, it blows with all its 
Blight, as if it would lift the heavy train from the ground. 
Still there is something spirit-stirring in this speed : 
you feel the great triumph of man, and share in his 
mighty victory over time and space. If wearied with 
the dust and din of London, you have but to trust your- 
self with this modem dragon, and in a few minutes he 
will vomit you forth where the sky-lark is singing, and 
the flowers of summer are in bloom. Railways are in 
keeping with the bustle and hurry of the present day ; 
their journeys are as speedily performed as a new poem 
is forgotten ; they skim along like a young lady through 
a modem novel, who sees a tree here, a ftce there, and 
a town farther on, and is at once at the end of her task 
and her journey. Nothing will be ventured on, when 
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the railways are completed, longer than a sonnet, or a 
song of three stanzas for a short stage. One of the large 
old folios would serve for reading while a journey is 
performed half round the world. 

The old road-side houses will fall to decay, and the 
picturesque little towns and villages will be forgotten, or 
only brought to mind while hunting over our old scrap- 
books. The smiling chamber-maids will arrange their 
ringlets in vain ; the bonny daughters of our hosts think 
no more of new patterns or new dresses^-there will be 
none but the villa^ peasants to whom they can display 
their finery: the dashii^; young travellers having all 
gone by the^ain, the rural beauties of England will be 
forgotten. The member oC parliament will be startled 
by a whole posse of his constituents just as he is prepa- 
ring to set out for the House ; they having seen on which 
side he voted the previous night, and jumped into the 
first train with the intent of tlureatening to send a new 
member unless he does their bidding. The thief will 
be spending his plunder a hundred miles off, while the 
police are in search of him amid the alleys of London. 
The plot of our plays will turn upon some young miss, 
who, sent down into the country in the carriage No. 10, 
contrived to apprize her lover, who, safely ensconced in 
No. 1, walked comfortably off with her at the end of 
ihe journey. 

But I have jested long enough, and confess that I 
love not this break-neck work, this breathless hurrying 
through the world,this skip-jack, money-making rapidity. 
It is not characteristic of our nation — ^it accords not with 
the heavy tread and sure and stable movements of John 
Bull. The contrast is too sudden, too startling, too un- 
natural — it bears not upon our language, our looks, or 
our country — ^it would better accord with the chatter and 
jabber of the French, and seems a meet conveyance for 
D2 
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some spider-limbed dancing-master, wiio is in and (ml 
and pirouetting again in the same breath at a distance 
of twenty miles. Never did I see this better illostrated 
than during my late journey : one of my fellow-travellers 
was a bluff old farmer, who looked as if he had ridden 
his own sleek Dobbin for a score of years, who had 
nev^r had the air of heaven thrust down his throat at ~ 
the rate of a mile's length in a minute. Poor fellow ! 
I pitied him. But oh ! how he enjoyed the luxuiy of 
alighting ! — ^how he patted his fat horse when it was re- 
leased from the train ! — what a treat was the slow pace 
at'which he rode ! He paused under every tree which 
he passed, to satisfy himself as to whether they bore 
branch and leaf as usual, for his eye had seen nothing 
during the long quick flight but masses of green that 
looked like painted boards — neither sky, nor cloud, nor 
sunshine streamed through them. And those high-piled, 
monotonous embankments but reminded him of the ron^ 
walls of empty and roofless bams. He pined for the 
greenery of the earth ; he revelled in the slow pace at 
which he went, and would have to lide miles before he 
regulated his lungs totheir proper breathing-time. Nay, 
twas averred by a wicked wag that the honest old man 
had inquired what church-yard we were passing when 
the engine was at full speed, for his eyes ached at the 
rapidity with which we passed the grave-stones ; and 
when told that they were mile-stones, he exclaimed, 
*' Locky daisy me !" and marvelled more than ever. 

Well, if steam is only " in its infancy," as many aver, 
Heaven only knows what it will come to when full-grown, 
or what revolutions will be ivrought in the world. How 
many lives are doomed to be lost ere we reach perfec- 
tion on land and water is at present a mystery. But 
surely this is a trifling consideration, compared to the 
more important one, that Mr. Snooks can have his goods 
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in one-fourth of the time occupied in their transportation 
formerly. Besides, in the increase of population, we 
can afford a blow-up a day at least and nobody be the 
worse, excepting a few wives and families ; and even 
they have nothing to fear, for new workhouses are spring- 
ing up daily, as if with an eye to thede contingencies. 
For my part, I cannot see the necessity for all this hurry 
and bustle — ^this risk of life and pla3dng with danger— i 
but am of Solomon's opinion, that there is a time for 
everything. I like those old-fashioned delays on the 
road, when the member of parliament stopped to dine 
and change horses at the comfortable road-side inns, 
and circulated a little of his wealth. I cannot, how- 
ever, but admire the speculating spirit of my countrymen, 
who are making roads that reduce to insignificance those 
formed by the M Romans, and make the walls of China 
no longer a wonder. But I am one of the few lovers of 
old fashions ; content with the country as God has made 
it, and with the speed which bore our old forefathers to 
the grave quick enough, and yet left them time to make 
their country the greatest nation in the world. And as 
a proof that I am a true descendant of John Bull, I claim 
the liberty to grumble — a privilege which I wish all my 
readers to enjoy. 
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** Oh, raral Ioto ! as spotlen u the doTe't, 
No wealth gives fuel to a borrowed flasEie, 
To prompt the shepherd where to choose his Iotss, 
And go a forger of that sacred name : 
Both hearts in anison have beat the same/' 

John Clare*9 Village Minstrel. 

Love in the country is veiy^ often only a wild flower 
of chance growth ; it springs up here and there almost 
unaware — sometimes is found by a wood-side, in a green 
lane, (mt by a *garden-gate. John is going to fetch up his 
horses at die same time that Mary sets out to milk her 
cows, and they very naturally join in conversation. It 
nay at first only begin with a cold ' ' good morning.'' 
But then, hang those cows ! they play such freaks, and 
will often run away without giving a moment's warning : 
then John, of course, runs after them, and Mary thanks 
him for assisting her. Love is a very Proteus, and has 
before now come in the shape of a gad-fly — ^has first 
spoken in the creak of a gate — blushed while being 
helped up with a basket of butter — sprung up with a 
swarm of bees, or appeared in the shape of a stray lamb. 
In a large farm-house, too, there are nearly as many lads 
as lasses employed as servants ; and in summer they all 
work together in the fields— eat and drink at the same 
table when at home, and thus have every opportunity of 
8tud3ring each other's temper. This I hold is a much 
safer way to choose a wife than mere chance wooing, 
where miss makes up herself beforehand to be very shy 
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and ^ery modest, and the youth can hardly say " boh to 
a goose !" — as the old country wives have it. But when 
they live in " place " together for a year or two, what at 
first is affected, gradually gives place to reality. They 
appear to each other what they will be after marriage ; 
and I have known them jog together to the market-town 
to purchase half a dozen chairs, or what not, to start 
house-keeping with, months before marriage. 

There is no secret made of the affair ; the old farmer 
knows all about it, and often cracks his joke in the har- 
vest-field, bringing a colour to Mary's cheek, and a pe- 
culiar " sheepishness " to John's countenance, when he 
says, " Well, John, when's th' marriage to take place ? 
Remember, I find a leg of.mutton to th' wedding." 

" I dunna know, measter," says John, looking at Mary, 
who has found something very curious in an ear of com 
which she is pulling to pieces. — ^* I dunna know ; but 
we munna be waur nor th' man who took the pig hoam 
before he got a sty." Then the old people often wonder 
what young folk can find to talk about when they get 
together, " gauking " about, as they term it, in the cold ; 
'< Marry, courting mun be warm work." 

When a boy, I was in the habit of spending a great 
portion of the summer at my grandfather's, who resided 
in a large, old-fashioned farm-house, cultivated a great 
number of acres, and generally kept three or four ser* 
vants. He was a farmer of the old sehod, homely, 
kind-hearted, straight-forward in his dealings, and highly 
respected for miles around the country. His serrants 
seldom changed places, unless it was to be married ; 
and those who had lived with him in former times, were 
always welcome to a '' meal's meat " whenever they 
came into the old neighbourhood. Thus he was sur- 
rounded with familiar faces, which brought back the 
remembrance of former days : and all those changes 
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which time had wrought were, of course, on such occa- 
sions, discussed. He took as much interest in his old 
servants as if they had been his children, and was nerer 
backward in speaking a good word, to obtain them some 
cottage on the best terms, of push their interest with 
their new masters after marriage. He was a little king 
in his own dominions : his rich good nature and manly- 
heart were the crown and sceptre that he bore, and wi^ 
which he held sway over the affections of all by whom 
he was surrounded. 

Reader, pardon a short digression while I pay a tribute 
to his memory. 

Peace to thy spirit, dear old grandad ! for, if I should 
meet thee again in Heaven, I could scarcely call thee 
by another name. Thy snow-white locks— that fine, 
ruddy, broad face, with a few wrinkles just to tell that 
thou wert old — ^those clear, large, laughter-loving eyes, 
with their white brows, which indicated that they had 
shone upon the merry jests of other days — that old 
creaking wicker chair, which seemed to reply again 
when thou didst shake it with laughter — ^those old lea- 
ther breeches, that whistled again when thou didst move 
along, so many hinges and deep furrows had time worn 
in them — all seemed to call thee grandad. Thy very 
words belonged to another age — thy " yea, marry's," 
and '^quotha's," " I wots," and quaint oaths by ''cock and 
pie," and '' bread and ale,** " alack and well-a-day," and 
a thousand other old-fashioned phrases, were such as 
thy fbrefaihers used, when the name of an Englishman 
was honoured. The old songs which thou wert wont 
to carol at sheep-shearing feasts, harvest-homes, and 
Christmas-tide, with thy old cracked voice, trembling 
like a shrill chord when struck alone, told that thy 
thoughts belonged to other days. No one sings about 
** The King and the Miller of Mansfield" now. The 
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old ballad of " Chevy Chase " died with thee ; and the 
praises of those little sons who, while " on their nurse's 
knee," TOwed 

'* If ever I live to be a man, 
Mj father's death revenged shall be," 

are never trolled forth in these days. " The Lady that 
lived in St. Gile's Park " is forgotten. No voice now 
tells how " Sir Andrew Barton did lie down to Ueed 
awhile, then promised to fight again." Alas ! they are 
gone, and the fine English feeling which such strains 
awakened is fast vanishing away. Oh! what a treasure 
would that three-legged oaken stool now be, on which, 
when a boy, I have so often sat in the old farm-house, 
and listened with mingled awe and delight to those 
ancient lays. 

And that old carved cupboard in the parlour ! Oh, who 
had such a library as my old grandad ! — ^what a day 
was that when I dragged out Peter Wilkins' " History 
of the Flying People," — and what a night did I pass after 
its perusal when, nestled in my little crib under the 
thatched roof, I heard the old oaks without rattle again 
in the blast. The roar of every branch flapped like the 
wings of a flying woman : all night the sky was filled 
with voices, snatches of wild songs, the sound of wings, 
and shrieks and struggles in the air ; but those feelings 
are gone now, nor could the genius of Peter Wilkins 
ever awaken them again. Then that black-letter copy 
of Chaucer in folio ! Ah ! handy Nicholas and the 
Carpenter. I soon discovered why the old man never 
wished me to read that tale, poor dear old fellow ! the 
very care which he took to persuade me that it was too 
hard, only made me the more eager to read it; and 
grandad dropped in unaware just as I had arrived to 
where the old carpenter hears the cry for water. The 
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mischief was done : be sat down, and his old chair 
creaked again with laughter. Oh, Chaucer ! I caught 
a little of thy waggery Tery early, and that little has 
never yet been beaten out of my brains ; and I can 
nearly laugh as heartily now at thy broad jokes as when 
I was a boy. 

Brave old bard ! if modem scribblers blush at thy 
down-right English humour, thou wouldst fly back again 
to thine ancient grave, couldst thou but hear some of 
their maudlin cant, and unmanly and affected sensibility. 
It was not vulgar to laugh loud in thy days ; but now 
we hardly smile, and travel wearily over many a page 
before even that is awakened. 

What a fund of mirth was that volume entitled, " Scar- 
ronnides :" never did any other wag raise the wind like 
^olus, when he made the world dance Bamahy. Then 
there was " A Discoveiy of Witchcraft," by R. Scott ; 
deeply was my grandad versed in all the mysteries of 
that volume, and always placed it against side-shaking 
Hudibras. Milton was also there, and Shakspeare; 
while voyages and travels were " piled high like cloud 
on cloud." 

Then there were the works of Thomas Brown ; but 
these were grandad's own books, and I knew not the 
good things they contained until lately. What smart 
sa3dDgs was old grandad wont to utter ! what deep mean- 
ings, and how apt they were ! Who but him could say, 
when speaking of his fine bay horse» *' He never breaks 
his rest for thinking whether his son will be preferred 
to the cart or coach !" Then what a contempt he had 
for all doctors ! calling them *' Grave, formal animals, 
who pick pockets by talking unintelligible stuff in a 
sick man's chamber, tiU nature cures or medicine kills 
him!" 

And when plagued with poor relations, he used to 
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envy Methuselah, who outlived all his. But good old 
grandad only said this for the pleasure of so witty a say- 
ing, for he loved all his relations. 

Then how he would run on, and tell us, " That a man 
who only puts a clean shirt on once a month, for a week 
after was sure to open his breast ;" how ** A broken 
shopman ends in an exciseman, and a decayed gentle- 
man in a justice of peace ; that many a man would 
starve himself to keep his vanity alive ; and he who 
endows a paltry hospital, does not offer so much for a 
seat in heaven as he would for one in parliament." He 
would call conscience " a skittish jade : sometimes 
proud, sometimes honest ; at one moment starting at a 
windmill, yet unmoved by the explosion of a cannon ; 
sick at milk, yet at other times able to digest hard 
steel." 

He often told the story of a man who remained un- 
moved while listening to a funeral sermon, while all the 
rest of the audience were in tears. When remonstrated 
with for his want of feeling, he answered, <* What right 
have I to cry ? He did not belong to our parish." 

Poor old grandad ! what laughter has his good say- 
ings awakenedj and how high was he rated for many a 
mile around as the greatest of wits ! Ah ! he bad read 
Tom Brown to some purpose : who ever dreamed that 
all those smart things were not his own ? Fie on those 
tell-tale books, that have been printed nearly a century 
and a half ! there is no overcoming them. A modem 
work, even one that had only been published fifty years, 
would have given one hope ; we might have consoled 
ourselves by thinking that the author had known old 
grandad :— 4>ut Tom Brown — ^there is no reconciling it. 

But to resume our story. Two of his old servants 
had left at Michaelmas, to be married, and two new 
ones were of course wanted to fill up their places ; and 
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as the good character which the old farmer bore caused 
situations at the " Wood Farm " to be much coveted, 
they were soon supplied from the Tillage ; for he pre- 
ferred having those around him of whom he '* knew 
something." The youth was a fine ruddy fellow, who 
had but just numbered twenty years, and had spent the 
last three in service at a cmisiderable distance from his 
native place ; the maiden was a year younger, and as 
fine a specimen of an English peasant*girl as ever trod 
upon the daisy. 

I was at the farm the first night they came, and re- 
mained there for several weeks after their engagement. 
John came first, shouldering an immense box, which 
was safely deposited in his sleeping-room, when he took 
his seat beside the fire and fell to patting Gipsy, an old 
favourite shepherd-dog, which soon returned his ca^ 
resses. Shortly after Mary came, accompanied by her 
sister, the one bearing a bonnet-box and the other a 
trunks the sister was, of course, invited to stay tea 
along with Mary. 

John had many a sly peep at Mary from under his 
eyebrows, without once moving his head, while Mary 
looked straight^forward into the fire, and platted her 
fingers one within the other, and seemed anything but 
at home. Uncle sat smoking his pipe, and Nanny, the 
other servant, was superintending the cakes. 

" Well, John," began the old farmer, *< thou mustn't 
seem at all strange here, my lad. I've known thy fay- 
ther aboon forty year, and liook upon thee as belong- 
ing to my own family, as I call all my old neighbours 
about here. Thou's been in Yorksl^re, they tell me. 
I dare say their system of jdoughing, and harrowing, 
and sowing varies somewhat from ours. Is the land in 
pretty good heart down there ? — Mary, thou'd bettor 
draw nearer to the fire, my lass ; there's no occasion to 
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Bit away frae it when one's not forced ; draw thy chair 
a little nearer, bairn." 

Mary drew her chair a little nearer, and John stam- 
mered out something about the clay lands being heavy, 
and the sand lands light ; and dwelt upon the different 
purposes for which they were best adapted, also de* 
scanting very briefly and modestly upon some new im- 
provements in the ploughs there used. 

" Hey, they are bringing up their new-fangled ploughs 
here," replied the old man ; " but, for my part, I'll hare 
none of them, but am content to till the fields after the 
manner of my forefathers. But I do believe, that where 
the land's very tough, if the share-beam was broad and 
thin, and a foot longer than common, it would be no 
worse. I always have my ploughs made upon one prin- 
ciple ; plough-beam good, sheath of dry oak set fast in 
a mortise ; plough-tail smooth and round, not to hurt the 
hand, the rest pinned fast upon the nether end of the 
stUt ; shelbred secured to the right side of the sheath, 
and to come over it, and the senbred just an inch, to 
pass the share with a sharp edge, so that it may turn 
the earth clearly when the coulter's cut it." 

" A good plan, no doubt," replied John, scarcely com- 
prehending the old-fashioned terms which were made 
use of. 

Meantime Mary had tucked up the sleeves of her best 
gown, and commenced buttering the delicate short-cakes 
which Nanuy had taken from the oven ; and they had 
started a conversation together in low tones, just loud 
enough, however, for us to overhear that Nanny ad- 
mired the pattern of Mary's gown, inquired whether it 
would wash well, where she bought it, and how much 
she gave per yard. To all these questions Mary readily 
answered, that, as far as regarded its washing, she had 
not tried it yet, having only worn it three times ; but the 
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week before she made her purchase, she had begged a 
bit for a pattern of the draper, and had found that " it 
stood its colour capital." 

Mary and her sister sat at table with the old farmer 
and his wife ; John never drank tea, and Nanny sup- 
plied him with a large brown porringer of new milk ; 
after that, some cold ham and bread, with cheese and a 
jug of beer. The old man drank but one cup, then 
'< tried a bit of ham ;" and they must drink together, so 
he also had a jug of beer. After tea, Mary began to 
make herself useful, and washed up the tea-things, while 
Nanny " looked after th' milk," put up the poultry, fed 
the pigs, and fetched in the wood for next morning, 
which she placed on the hob to dry. By and by two 
other servant-men came in, looked hard at John, harder 
at Mary, patted the dog, laid their gaiters over the fen- 
der to dry, *' tried a lit^ milk, ham> and beer," gave an 
account of their day's labour, then drew up toward the 
fire, for the night was setting in. 

But we must fancy that John and Mary have been 
long in their places ; that they have " taken a liking " 
to each other ; blushed a thousand times at grandad's 
jokes and sly insinuations, and only wait the termination 
of their service to be married. All this we will suppose 
done, for there would be but little more to narrate of their 
simple courtship ; their walks together on a Sunday, the 
many little helps that John rendered Mary when she 
was hard bestead ; all these are things which may be 
better imagined than recorded in print. Another group 
calls for our notice. / 

Johnny's father and mother, and Mary's parents, are 
at length apprized of %he intentions of their '' bairns," 
and they meet to talk over matters, and see what they 
can do toward giving " them a lift in getting a bit of a 



64 RURAL BKBTCBB8. 

home together." Perhaps they meet to take " a dish " 
of tea ; or the " men-folk indulge, for once and away," 
in a cup or two of ale. There is no stifihess— -no cere- 
mony, in such business as this ; they mean well, and 
have no secrets on either side ; and although there are 
no lawyers employed, no deeds to draw up or sign, there 
are many things to discuss. I regi^t, dear reader, that 
I cannot bring before thine eye the group that fancy has 
just called up before mine. Wilkie or Leslie might do 
it ; it should be an interior of a plain, picturesque, home- 
ly English cottage, one window overlooking a winding 
road at the end of the village, or half covered with the 
leaves of a woodbine, giving a green softness to the 
light, and sweetly blending with the sunshine. Two 
old men and women should form the group, one of the 
old men with a bald brow, the other with his hair '* hslf 
grayed ;" costume left to the fancy of the artists, but it 
could not be too rural. One of Uie old women should 
be knitting, or listening attentively to what the other was 
saying, her head slightly bent, as if she could not hear 
so well as she did twenty years before. One of the men 
should hold his pipe a little distance (rom his lips, ai^d 
send out a tolerable quantity of smoke, as if he had just 
made up his opinion on one point of the argument ; yet 
not so hastily but he must watch the last coil of the 
columned cloud, before he ventured to speak "his 
mind." His companion should be holding the "ale- 
horn " in bis hand, as if in act to drink ; his head, how- 
ever, averted, enforcing some new truth that had struck 
him before he lifted the «up to his lips. But it is in 
vain for me to describe their looks. Alas ! all I can 
give is their conversation ; and we must suppose them to 
have broken the ice, and to have grown warm, either 
with the ale-cup or the argument. The furniture, etc., 
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we will leave alone, as much of it will come under the 
reader's notice during the conversation ; here, then, they 
are already seated. 

" I got next to naught to give *em," said the old man, 
withdrawing the pipe from his lips, and looking at his 
wife, as if m expectation of some reply. " Thirty years 
have I and my old Kate been married, and during that 
time we've toiled and moiled and scratted a few things 
together, and managed to pay we're way, and bring 
we're children up like honest men and women. Thank 
the Lord ! we have always maintained a good character, 
and if we haven't grown rich, we haven't had the wer- 
ritting of mind to keep up a high head ; a right heart 
and a good conscience has been all that we have had 
to guard." 

'* One's all enough to do," replied old William, " so 
far as that goes, to make all ends meet and tie, as the 
sa3dng is. But, oh dear ! what a blessingit is that we've 
never had to be ashamed to call we're children one's 
own — ^that they've never disgraced the name of the son 
or daughter of a poor but honest man. I remember well 
when my poor old father lay on his death-bed — ^it's fifty 
years come next Lammas — ^he called us around his bed, 
and Heaven above knows there were nine of us, and it's 
but very little that all our gettings came to then, if put 
together. ' My dear lads and lasses,' says he, * I'm 
about to leave yon all, and, I hope» for a better place than 
this world. All I hope is, that you'll so conduct your- 
selves, that, when you come to die, you'll have nothing 
to fear — ^that you won't do anything to stick like an iron- 
mould to the name of Jobson. But I know you are good 
uns, and won't do an action that would make one skulk 
behind one's neighbour, afore all the world, and be 
ashamed to look you in the face, l^ever mind being 
poor,' says he ; * that's no sin ; be honest and industri- 
£ 
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oas and sober, and then you^re sure to prosper/ Poor 
old cbap ! hb words haye often come to my mind, when 
IVe been over the head and ears in trouUe ; but I 
always did my best, betide it what would, and no man 
can do more/' 

" Well, weVe all our ups and downs^** said old Kate ; 
" and if a body does their best, who can wish fear more T 
For my part, IVe no mander of doubt of our John making 
a good husband, no more than I have of Mary being a 
good wife. There's some of your fine skimmy-dish 
misses go to Gainsbro', or Heaven knows where, for a 
few months, and learn to put bonnets together, and cut 
out dresses, and stich and starch, and what not ; but, 
bless us ! when they come home they've picked up such 
high notions that one hardlings knows them again ; and 
if they get a bit of print to make themselves a new dress, 
itmust be pudLered and tuckered, and frilled and flounced, 
like my Lady Thing-a-bob's, or they never can fancy it. 
And there youll see 'em flaunting about with as much 
pride, and pomp, and fuss, and stew, as if they were 
dressed in satin at a crown a yard. Now, when I was 
young, if we could get a bit of good home-spun stuff to 
wear, or a gown of linsey-woolsey, and, mayhap, a bit of 
bettermost-sort«of-a-thing for Sunday, we were quite 
content. But, iaws-a-massy, set one of these highty* 
tity thing-um-terrys to set a patch upon a good home- 
made old shirt, or dam a pair of good-knitted worsted 
stockings, and they would be ready to drop. As to 
brewing and baking, and going out to earn a few shil- 
lings in harvest-time, bless you, the very thought would 
bring on a fainting flt." 

" Hey," answered the other old woman, " as you say, 
our Mary's none of these fly-be-sky, milk-and-watter 
sort of things, as goes flaunting about in a pair of big 
sleeves, just for all the world like them big balloons as 
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we see pictures of, which they let off on a night in Lnn- 
ntm. For my part, I can't bear to look on such codlings ; 
nipped in at the waist like a wasp, and screwing their 
feet into shoes too little by half, making their toes grow 
aU mander of forms ; and cocking their heads aside, just 
for all the world as if they were wry-necked, or nature 
hadn't made 'em good enought." 

•< Well, well," said old William ; " we've all our faults, 
and young folks will be gay, and, for my part, I don*t 
see much harm in it, providing they come honestly by 
their finery. But, as I was saying, let's see what can 
be done for John and Mary, just to give 'em a start in 
th' world. For my part, my lass," added he, addressing 
his wife, '' I think we might spare 'em my old arm- 
chair ; — if thou remembers, my father gave it us when 
we were married, and it's a good un yet, though, may- 
hap, a little the worse for wear; and I'm sure John 
would set great store by it, for our sakes.'* 

"Hey, bless 'em! they shall have that, however," 
replied the old dame ; " though I shall sorely miss it 
out 0' th' comer, where it's stood aboon thirty year." 

'* And we," said old John, looking at Nanny, " mum 
e'en give Mary the old rocking-chair — it's what ihou 
nursed her in when she was a bairn ; and I dare say 
she'll often think on it when we're dead and gone— when 
she's rocking her own children in it" 

" And there's them six little picturea up-stairs," said 
old William, " about Ruth and Buzz ; theyll cover one 
side o' the house ; and, I think, we can find 'em a table ; 
then if they buy a yard or two of green baize and a tea^ 
board, to rear on th' table when it's covered, and stick a 
chair on each side, and hang up Ruth and Bnzz,(they are 
coloured and framed,) why, you see, therell be one side 
of the house set out quite respectably at once." 

'* And well spare 'em our little Dutch weather-house," 
£2 
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said Nanny ; *' they^lI find it very useful, and rery cor* 
rect — ^the gentleman always comes oat when it's gf^g 
to rain or snow, and the lady when there's going to be 
fine weather ; — ^it will be quite an ornament orer the 
mantel-piece. And we'll buy 'em a bit of a looking-glass 
of some of these Italian chaps that come about ; they're 
apt to alter a body's face a little when one looks in 'em, 
but I fancy a house looks naked without a bit of a glass ; 
and if they can't raise a fender, they mun make shift 
with a part of the tire of a wheel — ^it's a capital thing to 
keep th' fire frae burning your toes when you happen 
to fall asleep beside it." 

^' Well, and if they should happen to want one^" sivd 
Betty, " I think I can find 'em an old cradle ; it's been 
shoved under our bed this many a long year. It may 
want a bit of repairs ; but any of them basket-making 
chaps as comes round with a few osiers under their arms, 
will do it for a penny or two-pence, or such a matter. 
As to pots and pans, they mun buy a kettle and boil their 
tatoes in it as well as their tea-watter — ^it will keep it 
frae slating, and that's the way we did when first we 
began housekeeping." 

" Hey, my old lass," said her husband, " does thou 
remember we couldn't raise neither a bed nor bedstead, 
but went to Gainsbro' together and bought a bit of tick* 
ing, and begged a few sheaves of straw of Farmer Wat* 
son, and knocked up a bed of that mander of ways, until 
we could turn ouresens ; and how often I used to repeat 
them old sayings of my father's, ' first creep and then 
go :' * Rome wasn't built in a day ;' * egg before the 
chicken,' and so on ?" 

'' Hey, my lad, I remember all these things weU," re- 
sponded the old woman ; " we'd a deal of planning and 
contriving to make- ends and comers meet and tie, such 
as scheming how to make a good deal of broth out of a 
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little bit of bacon ; but we were always happy in spite of 
bein' poor. But I dare say we often slept sounder on 
•or straw bed, tban those as lies down on the yery best 
feather pillows, and has their beds covered wi' real mo- 
remk hangin's, and has the doctor sent for if only their 
finger-end aches." 

" There's a large old pictor up-stsirs, they may have,** 
said Betty ; " it was taken for my motherVlikeness, and 
wan't badly done, only the painter would put a lot of 
brown colour down one cheek and under her chin. He 
called it shadow. ' Shadow !' says I, pointing to my 
mother's cheek ; * isn't this side the same colour as 
t'other, and where has she any black under her chin V 
Marry, it looked as if you might set potatoes in it, regu- 
larly ditched with dirt, as if a body's face wasn't all of 
a colour. Then the fool of a painter said, ' If you shut 
one eye, you'll see a darkish shadow ;" so I said, ' If 
you shut both your own, youll see naught at all ; for itil 
be all shadow.' Look at mine," added she, pointing 
triumphantly to what resembled a large staring doll, but 
was intended for her own portrait ; " there's no shadow 
there, but all clear red and white, same as I was when 
a young woman. But, before they have that pictor of 
my mother, I'll buy a bit of white paint and do it over 
the nasty dirt that they call shadow — many, I'd shadow 
'em if any of those painter-chaps came to take any of 
my bairns, and made one of their cheeks, and under 
their eyes and nose and chin, just for all the world as if 
they*d never touched either soap or water from the day 
that they were bom." 

So matters progress. John and Mary have " scratted 
a few things together, and the marriage takes place with 
the consent of all parties. Old grandad contributes his 
mite to housekeeping, and something handsome to the 
wedding-dinner. All the feasting, and singing, and 
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jokes we leare to the fancy of the reader. The bells 
rang merrilyy and the village boys gave them a few 
hearty huzzas as they left the church, just as they had 
done a score of times before. 

Here is a sweet pastoral song on couitry courtship— 
a perfect rural gem — which was written by Nicholas 
Breton, and sung before Queen Elizabeth, at Eltham, 
as she opened the casement of her gallery-window in 
the morning. It is so very beautiful, that I cannot 
resist placing it here, as a fit conclusion to country 
courtship. 

COUNTRY COURTSHIP. 

** In the meny month of May, 
In a DiOTne by break of day, 
With a troope of damaels playing, 
Forthe I went forsooth a-Maying. 

** When, anoD, by a wood-aide, 
Where, as May was in his pride, 
I espied, all alone, 
Phillida and Cozydoa. 

'< Mach ado there was, Qod wot ; 
He would love and she would not ; 
She said never man was true ; 
He says, none was false to yoo. 

** He said he had loved her long ; 
She says love should have no wrong. 
Corydon would kiss her then ; 
She says, maids must kiss no men. 

" Tyll they doo for good and aU ; 
When she made the shepherd call 
All the heavens to witness truthe : 
Never loved a tiuer youthe. 
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** Then with manie a prottie oathe, 
Tea and nay, and faith and tqMba, 
Sach aa Melie ahepperds use 
When they will not 1ot9 abuse. 

** Love that had beene long deluded, 
Was with kiaeea sweete concluded, 
And Phillida, with garlands gaye. 
Was made the Lady oi the May."* 
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THE OLD COACHMAN. 

0*er all hia passengei* he reigns as king, 
Tet nnto eyeiy om is underlii^ ; 
And those who cannot liTe from him asunder, 
Oratefallj in his care bs'U take them under : 
In worth and excellence he does outdo them, 
Tet being aboiw tiwm, he etiQ seems below them : 
From others he still stands in need of nothing, 
Tet upon all depends for food and clothing." 

Milton, varied 

I WAS wondering to myneU ihe other day, what would 
become of those hard-faced, weather-beaten old coach- 
men, which the railways are daily throwing off the road ; 
and what other occupation those lame, old, rough-head- 
ed hostlers could follow ; fellows whose legs have been 
broken and bruised by severe kicks — who just make 
their appearance for the moment, until the horses are in 
readiness, then dart into their dark-looking dwellings, 
to brush, and rub, and sweat, until another coach rolls 
up and calls for a fresh supply from their stables. How 
much are we beholden to these men of the whip and 
wheel! — these pendulums between city and suburb, 
carrying the knowing look of the town in their gait, and 
the bluff fanner in their countenance. One of these old 
Jehus I saw during my last visit to the country, one who 
had driven on a line of road for forty years, and during 
that period, through wind, rain, and snow, had averaged 
nearly eighty miles every day. Sleeping or waking, he 
knew the road, could tell how many nods a level mile 
would afford him, and had so well tutored his eyes, that 
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they would open of their own accord at any particular 
turning or rising of the ground. He had looked in the 
windows, as he passed, at sire and son, and seen even 
the latter grow gray with stitching on the same shop- 
board, or hammering in the same stall; had passed 
burial and marriage on the road ; borne down the bonny 
bride and brought her home the old lady, with her addi- 
tion of blooming daughters, just looking as lovely as their 
mother did, when, thirty years before, she rode beside 
him. He had seen the comfortable thatched farm-house 
give place to the new mansion of the lawyer ; encoun- 
tered highwaymen, and conveyed transports ; had borne 
tidings of deaths and births ; had a tear for sorrow and 
a smile with his good news^oved his horses next to 
his family ; and never refused a poor foot-beaten way- 
farer a few miles' ride when his coach was not over- 
laden. 

Ten hours a day had he been accustomed to pass on 
the box for about forty years ; the very air of heaven had 
become familiar with his face, and the wind that seemed 
to cut others through, blew around him unregarded. 
Even one particular stone in the old inn yard, up to 
which he always drove to within an inch, and on which 
he always alighted, was worn hollow by his footsteps. 
Oh, how he hated road-menders ! The old holes and 
deep ruts had a charm for him, and when they were 
repaired, long custom caused him to slacken the reinsi 
and drive over the spots with the same care as when 
they were the most dangerous. He swore that the cut- 
ting down of a hill had ruined four of his best horses i 
that it was worse than a change of diet to them, and it 
took him years before he could fancy to go at full speed 
over ground where he had been accustomed to walk 
them slowly. Oh! how he hated the "New Beer 
Shops," the "Tom-and- Jerrys" of the road-side! he 
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threw the parcels in at their doorways as if they had been 
infected with the plague, and put the accustomed fee into 
his huge pockets without eyen deigning to throw back 
a lock of thanks ; he would never alight to drink ^ere 
on the hottest day in summer, but travel on if his throat 
was choked with dust, to the old«established road*side 
inn. Dearly did he lore old roads and old customs, and 
once endangered his own neck by overthrowing the 
coach, when he had only an old, crusty magistrate for a 
passenger, who had been instrumental in stopping an 
ancient footpath which led to a village. No money 
could prevail upon him to carry a passenger for the 
yellow party at an election; he actually painted his 
eoach blue, that it might be a terror to them. 

He always wore a crape round his hat when one of 
his brother whips was dead, and was a long time before 
he would lift up his elbow (the signal of recognition) to 
a new hand who came on the road. If he chanced to 
be the son of an old coachman, then 

<' He loved him like a veiy brother." 

He never failed to curse the steamboats when he drove 
over the bridge ; and as to the commencement of the 
railroad, I believe he wbhed the earth would open and 
swallow up all who were engaged on it. He always 
carried the newspaper in his pocket, which contained 
accounts of accidents by either steamboats or railways, 
and was sure to pass it from one passenger to another ; 
pointing out the identical paragraph which he wished 
them to read, and returning it to his pocket with a deep- 
meaning shake of the head. Still he was a kind-hearted 
man, and there was one old lame hostler on the road, 
whom he always called Thomas, bid him not to hurry, 
and never omitted to lend him a hand in harnessing the 
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horses to the coach— ^inTited him to take a glass of ale, 
and always wished him good night. There was an old 
man, too, who broke stones on the road, and generally 
had two or three miles to go home, for whom the old 
coachman reserved a place, though often at a sacrifice 
of his own perquisites. Nor could I ever hear of his 
having received a farthing for conveying a parcel to an 
old widow woman every week, which was a present of 
tea and sugar from her daughter, who lived in service at 
a distant market-town. Yes, there was many an eye 
that beamed kindly, and many a heart that blessed se* 
cretly, the old coachman. 

What a pleasure it was to sit on the box with him, 
behind four good horses, before his temper was soured 
by railways, and when his fine mottled face was made 
transparent by the light of good humour shining through 
it. How he would dwell upon the qualities of his steeds ; 
praise the shortness of their backs, the bend of their 
necks, and, occasionally, jerk the rein to give you a bet- 
ter view of the beauty of one or other of their heads ; 
vowing all the while, that they knew every word he said, 
and were even then pricking up their ears at his praise ! 
Then, how original were his images ! the terms in which 
he descanted on the peculiar properties for which his 
horses were valued, being, no doubt, such as had been 
used by the knowing ones in horse-flesh for centuries. 
Sometimes he would 6ompare them to men, and say that 
such a little nag had a heart as proud as a prince, and 
was as bold and hardy as a general. Then would he 
point out the resemblance they bore to a lion, in their 
broad breasts, stiff necks, wild faces, and strong legs. 
In another he found the qualities of the ox — its broad 
ribs, short pasterns, large nose, and upright standing. So 
he would run on, and next comparing them to the fox, 
he would dilate on their round sides, black legs, short 



THS OLD COACHMAN. 77 

trot, and small heads. Nor could the ass escape him, for 
like it he would have them small-mouthed, long-reined, 
and thin-crested. Lastly, he vowed that a good horse 
resembled a woman, for it was merry at meat, broad on 
the forehead, and busy with the tongue. Happy was the 
old coachman if he could but find a good listener while 
thus dwelling upon the valuable ptoperties of his horses ; 
he would be sure to give him a great share of the ham- 
mer-cloth, and inquire if he was crammed. Then he 
could tell how far every country gentleman's estate 
reached, what hounds he kept, what daughters he had, 
and what were the dispositions of his sons. He even 
understood the qualities of crops, and knew almost every 
acre of bad land. He was familiar with the names of 
aU good landlords, nor had the bad ones escaped his ears. 
He could tell what innkeeper had the handsomest daugh- 
ter — ^the best liquor — ^and gave the best dinners : nay, he 
would sometiioes venture, by a knowing wink, to hint at 
the familiar terms upon which he and the young hostess 
stood, and what a marriage he might have made in his 
younger days ; but his vanity was harmless. 

Then, how he would stick up for the credit of any 
old inn where his passengers had stopped to dine, if they 
complained of the dinner ! — taking the blame upon him- 
self for being ten minutes later than his usual time, or 
any other little " venial " falsehood, to screen the old 
widow, who had kept the house for nearly forty years. 
Sometimes he would let a little secret or two out to the 
passenger who sat on the box with him, (if he liked his 
looks,) and say, with a sigh, " Poor old creature ! she 
used to give better dinners ; but then sometimes only 
two or three gentlemen would stay to dine, and she's 
often declared to me that she lost money by it. And 
since that cook-shop's opened opposite, (I wish it was 
blown up !) many get off and take dinner there, just to 
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save sixpence. If they are not ready when I am, I 
leave them behind." The old man was also as good as 
an almanac, so familiar had he become with the ap- 
pearance of the sky. Then had he long stories to tell 
of heavy snowfalls, aide deep ; bitter cold nights snd 
days, when he had no passengers, but was compelled 
to drive along that dreary road alone. Then he had a 
thousand anecdotes to wile away the tediousness of the 
journey, always beginning with ** that reminds me of 
such a one," or, " I knew a man that used to go down to 
York once a year — ^I've often had him for a passenger 
— and although he never spoke to his wife above once 
a week when at home, yet when at York he never failed 
to send her long letters every post." So he ran on, and 
although his anecdotes were none of the newest, he was 
so minute as to dates, names, and places, that you were 
always sure to find something amusiog in them. He 
never called a lawyer a rogue^nor a horse-dealer a cheat ; 
but spoke of the one as being very keen, and said that 
people must have their eyes wide open tO deal with the 
other. He always suspected a man who changed sides 
at an election ; and said a thousand severe things at his 
expense, such as when he was changing horses, and the 
hinder one got with the leader, " Nay, nay ! come, stick 
to your party ; 111 have no changing sides here." If 
there had been a wet summer, he was sure to tell his 
passengers that good hay would fetch a long price — ^he 
was more concerned about his horses than anything be- 
sides. He generally hummed a tune to himself at a few 
particular spots on the road, and was alwajrs in the best 
humour after dinner. He had also more real humanity 
in his nature than one-twentieth part of those whem he 
carried up and down ; he seldom made a point of looking 
after any pretty young woman whom he might chance 
to carry with him, well knowing that she would be well 
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attended to ; but if there waa a poor old creatare whom 
no one seemed to regard, he would then pull out a good 
handful of straw from some place of concealment, strew 
it under her feet, and, ten to one, throw one of his old 
coats about her, for he generally had one or two that had 
done him much service, and he only kept them to sit 
upon. He would also call for the steps whenerer she 
alighted, and assist her down with his own hand, adding, 
when she was gone, *' We may become old ourselres, 
and if we don't do a body a good tarn, how can we 
expect to have one done for us ?" 

Although he was unacquainted with the poets', yet the 
beauties of nature were not lost upon him. If a sky- 
lark *' sprung from beside the daisy " and flew singing 
toward Heaven, the old man would perhaps say, " How 
I love to hear that bird whistle, sir ! it seems to make 
me feel as lively again." Or should you pass some 
pretty field near a village where the rustic children were 
gathering flowers, he would just take his eye from his 
horses for a moment, and, while a smile gradually spread 
over his face, say, with a sigh, " Hey ! that puts one in 
mind of old times, just for all the world like what we 
used to do ourselves when we were children ; but it's 
no use thinking about these things ; is it, sir ?" Then he 
would be serious for a few minutes, unless you chanced 
to fall in with his humour, and let him see that you had 
these matters as much at heart as himself. Or should 
the village bells have been ringing in the distance, and 
you inquired whence the sound came, he would not only 
give you the name of the place, but was almost sure to 
know something about the occasion, and perhaps con- 
clude with some such remark as, ** I ought to know the 
sound of yonder bells — ^my eldest son married his wife 
from there. Yes, I've often heard them ring, and when 
it's been a death-bell, and I've had no passengers, I've 
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felt very doleM on this lonely road, if it's been dark." 
These and a thousand such thoughts would the old man 
utter during the journey, if you endeaveored to make 
yourself agreeable to him. Nay, if he took a real liking 
to you, he would call you " my lad," and unbosom him- 
self to you as much as if you were his own son. If you 
gave yourself airs, and tried to "ride the high horse," 
he would be sullen all the journey through, throw the 
reins into your hand when he alighted without a remark, 
nor even muttered so much as thanks when you gave 
him the accustomary half crown. He liked good com- 
pany belter than money, and would sometimes say, ** Pve 
had more pleasant chat with a poor man sometimes, lliat 
hasn't had a shilling to call his own, than I have with 
those stUQ^-up thing-em-terries as think themselres gen- 
tlemen, and make your head ache with talking nonsense." 

There was something pleasing in the ease with which 
he ascended the box — ^it was no hurried act : and al- 
though a labour to a man of his weight, yet habit had 
taught him the best method, and he knew to an inch 
what swing to give himself, and to a hair's breadth 
where to seat himself. Then what a screen his huge 
broad body made in either windy or rainy weather — 
what a sure shelter the poor wight found who sat be- 
hind him — what a wall to plant before the ninth part of 
a man ! Many a poor wretch in severe weather has 
internally thanked Heaven that the old coachman was 
so fat. 

He never swore at his horses, but would give them 
a " word-of-a-sort " when they did wrong ; such as, 
" Come, Beauty, lay-to, or I must e'en lay on thee ; I 
fear thou'rt like a many more in this world, no better 
than thou shouldst be : come, come, don't let poor Ball 
have all the work to do, thou laxy beast. Thou mightst 
have read the old proverb, * it's no Use whipping the 
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liorse that won't draw :' bon thee, thou'rt a bad 'un/' 
and he would give Beauty a smart cut, and speak a word 
or two of comfort to the other horses. 

He had one tale which he told with much relish, and 
never let a journey pass without, if he found his passen- 
gers growing dull : he also generally reserved it until 
he came to a bit of level driving, and could now and 
then avert his head, so that all his audience might catch 
a word ; and thus ran the tale.: ** 1 was nationally taken 
in one night by a chap, while we were staying just to 
change at the Half-way House. He wanted to go down 
with me, and I said, says I, there's no room. Well, a 
passenger happened to alight for some purpose or 
another, and somehow I haj^ened to get on the box 
first, and heard, as I supposed, this gentleman who had 
alighted, dimb up and sing out 'all's right,' and, of 
cottrse, on I drove. It was then getting dark, and — 
would you believe it ? if I didn't drive this thief of a 
fellow fifty miles, to whom I told there was no room, 
and leave the passenger behind who had paid his faro 
through. Poor fellow ! he made his case known to the 
next coachman who came my road, or else I don't know 
whatever he would have done. Now, gentlemen, wam't 
that a dead robbery, and might have admitted of having 
three actions entered against him? One for bidding 
me go on, and taking a place when I had a full load ; 
another for detaining a gentleman when he had paid his 
fare, and creeping into his place by unlawful proxy ; 
and a third, for taking advantage of that gentleman's ab- 
sence, and it being almost dark ; and on a push, a fourth, 
for being a cheat. I have often argued this matter over 
with the lawyers and counsellors at an assize time, 
when I have bean taking them down, and one (a very 
clever man he was) undertook to make ten actions out 
F 
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against him, and I do assure you he made it all appear 
as plain as the nose on your face.** 

Then if any young countryman accosted him familiar- 
ly, and mounted the coach to ride only a few miles, what 
a waggish look the Old Coachman pat on, (especially 
if the young man had donned his church-going suit,) 
and pass such jokes as " I reckon this will almost be 
the last journey, eh, John ? growing pretty sweet on her, 
my boy. What ! it's only two days ago since I brought 
Mary down, and thouVt going to see if she got home 
again, I reckon, eh ? ah ! ah ! ha ! Well, she's a worthy 
wench, God bless her !" Meantime John would be 
showing his teeth, and feeling half-pleased, half-ashamed, 
and at last quite flattered, would only say, " Hey, Jem- 
my, you're a knowing old bird, and measure ererybody's 
com by your own strike." Then he would alight at the 
entrance of a green lane, a spot in which you sighed to 
spend the summer in, and Mary would be seen at a little 
distance — ^no doubt she had been waiting at the top some 
time ; but thought it " would look as if one was so fond 
to be seen standing there :" so, having heard the coach 
coming, she had walked back again a few yards, and 
just contrived to be seen approaching as the coach stop- 
ped. ^* Pretty punctual," said the Old Coachman to the 
passenger next him ; " great difference between marry- 
ing and courting, eh, sir ?" Then he would just turn 
himself to have a peep at theni, and perhaps Mary woidd 
wave her hand to him, and he would shake his head in 
reply, then say, " They are a happy couple." 

So the old man drives on, respected by all who know 
him, and with all his prejudices really bearing no ill- 
feeling toward any one. Long may he live to drive, 
without any injury from either railwajrs or any other 
modem improvements. His jolly red face brings no- 
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tbing but pleasant remembTances before us, the mottled 
lines thereon remind us of those winding footpaths and 
pleasant roads which we have caught glimpses of, or 
passed over with him : and ere long he will be the only 
chronicler of road-side houses, pleasant inns, and pic- 
turesque villages, where our forefathers were wont to 
bait on their journey. Nerer may he be compelled to 
become guard on a railway ! The very sight of those 
high-piled monotonous banks would kill him ; he would 
miss the steep hills and deep valleys, and the varied air 
which he inhaled. The smoke would drive the deep 
bloom from his cheeks, and the speed the breadth from 
his body. Heaven grant that he may die as he lived, 
a bluff, honest, good-hearted Old Coachman ! 
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THE OLD FISHERMAN. 

^' I in these flowery meads would be, 
These crystal streams should solace me, 
To whose hannonious, babbling noise, 
I with my angle would rejoice.'' 

IsAiK Walton. 

But few works are fraught with more amusement 
than some of those ancient Treatises on Angling ; there 
is such a simple cunningness about these fine old fel- 
lows, that yon can scarce refrain from laughing outright 
while perusing their most serious passages. I doubt not 
that many of these old-fashioned fishermen had prayers 
adapted to the different parts of their profession, brief 
and pious morsels, which they repeated on dropping in 
their lines, oyer a bite, or having landed a huge jack, 
returned thanks in due form. I have seen an old book 
in which the angler is recommended ''to be full of 
humble thoughts, not disdaining, when occasion offers, 
to kneel, lie down, or wet his feet and fingers as often 
as there is any advantage to be gained thereby." He is 
also advised to render himself skilful in music, so that, 
whenever his spirits are melancholy or his thoughts 
heavy, ''he may remove the same with some godly 
hytBu or anthem, of which David gives him ample 
examples." How religiously these old fellows set about 
the work of death ! I have read somewhere, that Crom- 
well, in his younger days, was fond of angling. Then 
the angler is to be strong and valiant, not be amazed at 
storms nor frightened at thunder ; nor must he, like the 
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fox which preyeth upon the lambs, employ all his labour 
and cunning on the smaller fiy, but, like the lion that 
seizeth elephanU, think the greatest fish that swims a 
reward little enough for the pains he endures. He must 
also " be patient, not feel vexed when he loses his prey, 
although it is almost in his hand ; — full of love to his 
neighbour, giving away a portion of what he catches, 
and not working only for his own belly." He must 
also be of a thankful nature, " praising the Author of all 
goodness for the least satisfaction.'* He ought also to 
be " a scholar and a good grammarian f have sweetness 
of speech to entice others to follow his art ; have a know- 
ledge of the sun, moon, and stars ; be conversant with 
wind and weather ; and have a constant and settled 
belief that where the " waters are pleasant and anything 
likely, there the Creator of all good things hath stored 
up much of his plenty." In short, an angler must be a 
good man : and besides having faith enough for heaven, 
must dedicate great store of it to fishing. Izaak Walton 
appears to be about the only one who ever lived up to 
this ancient fisherman's creed. 

Angling, after all, is a pleasant pastime ; there is a 
kind of delicious laziness in the employment, so utterly 
unlike any other outof-door amusement It was one of 
the few rural sports that I ever cared to follow, but I 
neither possessed the affection nor the skill of a true 
angler for the profession ; loving it more for the asso- 
ciations it awakened than a regard for the craft itself. 
It seemed such a pleasure to sit down upon some flowery 
bank in May, and listen to the river as it went singing 
to itself, and the sunshine along the shelving shores. 
You could scarce refirain from singing yourself when 
you heard the skylark raining down such a shower of 
music that the sunbeams seemed to throb again beneath 
the sound, as they quivered along the ripples of the river. 
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Oh, I have jumped up in ecstasy at such sights, and 
exclaimed, ** If this is the earth, where can heaven be T' 
No, I was no true angler : my rod would lie half>buried 
amid, the daisies, and my float moored beneath the 
willows that hung over the shore to look at themselves 
and the sky in the water. I loved it, and I loved it not — 
but for hours forgot that there was a fin in the river, or 
a care in the wide world, or aught worth living for but 
summer and sunshine, trees and flowers, and delicious 
streams to sit beside and dream about poetry. Then it 
was so sweet and peaceful to walk home in the twilight, 
or along with the bright and silent moon, that seemed 
to keep an equal pace with you across the starry steep 
of Heaven. Perchance the nightingale sang " some- 
where " in the neighbouring covert, and you sat upon 
some rustic stile to listen to her song ; then you lost 
her sweet notes for a moment, for the waves went 
sounding over the pebbly shore, and the willows whis- 
pered something to each other, until by and by you 
heard the sound again. Bat I am wandering from the 
subject of my present sketch. I have paid Nature many 
a tribute of my love, but not yet poured out half the 
feelings of my heart before her. 

The village of Warton Woodhouse slopes down to 
&e green banks of the River Trent, the waves of which 
**ki8S the feet of the hills with murmurs," then following 
a graceful curve, like the neck of a swan, with silvery 
sweep roll onward to the flowery meadows of Notting- 
hamshire. Nearly opposite- the village, and about mid- 
way in the river, stands a small solitary bland, called 
'* No-Man's-Land ;" it is nearly surrounded with willows, 
and shows just such rich patches of sedge as Bewick 
loved to throw into his foregrounds when he sketched a 
lonely bird. For many years this sequestered island 
was the residence of an old fisherman ; there he erected 
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liis hut, laid out his own little plot of garden-ground, and, 
without being visited by either landlord or tax-gatherer, 
lived like a Crusoe on his lonely isle. 

A strange man was Silas Seyton, the old fisherman, 
and many a terrible tale was told around the hearths at 
Warton Woodhouse of the deeds which he had done in 
his younger days, the remembrance of which, it was 
rumoured^ so preyed upon his heart, that he had all but 
shut himself out from his fellow-men. Some said that 
he had been a pirate, and was the only one who escaped 
from a numerous crew, the rest having perished to a 
man in defending their vessel against a ship of war. 

Old Deborah Dmikerley remembered him when be 
was but a boy — for he was a native of the village, and, 
as the old woman said, wild and wayward in his youth 
as if bom to make his parents' hearts ache. Not a boat 
could be moored at the foot of the village if Silas Se3rton 
knew of it, for he would leap in and row away far up 
the river, beyond the shouts and threats of those who 
stood waiting his return, and were compelled to wait, 
unless they could borrow another boat and give him 
^faase. A good ducking had no terrors for him, for if 
thrown out into the midst of the river, he would swim 
to the shore with as much ease as a water-hen. As to 
beating him, Deborah Dunkerley declared that he was 
turned out of the school before he was ten years old, for 
no beating could call either a tear to his eye or a word 
of penitence to his lips. Happy was Silas when a boy 
if he could but kick off his shoes and run among the 
snow in winter, or in summer throw his garment upon 
some green bank, and stand fishing up to the arms in 
the Trent ; he was a perfect water-rat— a very terror 
to the denizens of Warton Woodhouse, but the cherished 
idol of his father and mother. 

Poor Silas ! his boyish pastimes at his native place 
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soon came to an end ; be foond greater store of the finny 
tribe in Sqnire Somerby's fish-pond than the Trent. 
He was caagbt by the old squire, who uttered many a 
threat, the least of which he never oonld hare reconciled 
his honest heart to execute. He was also reproved by 
his father, who was gardener to the squire. F<yr two 
days Silas was moody and theughtful ; he visited all his 
old haonts, swam over to the isle, and went vound to 
examine the various nests he had discovered that spring ; 
climbed the elm trees where the rooks had for ages 
built, went and sat alone in the moonlight on his little 
sister's grave, climbed up to the window and peeped 
inside the old church, lingered before the village school, 
and brought home a wild rose, which he planted under 
the cottage-window. The next morning he was gone ! 
Deborah Dunkerley was then a young woman, and 
in the service of the squire at the hall ; she remembered 
the morning that Silas first left the village. His little 
box, which contained his church-going suit, was stand* 
ing empty in the midst of the floor when Deborah en- 
tered ; he had taken all his clothes, and his poor mother 
sat weeping in a low rocking-chair, the very chair in 
which she had a thousand times rocked Silas to sleep 
when he was a baby — where she had a thousand times 
kissed his little lips and blessed his bright dark eyes. 
She held a bit of soiled paper between her trembling fin- 
gers — ^it was wet with tears — she handed it to Deborah, 
and on it was written : 

" Weep not, my dear mother and father ! I am gone 
to sea. I shall come back a better lad, and ask Squire 
Somerby's pardon for fishing in his pond. Every night 
I shall say my prayers, for I know then you will bo 
praying for me before you gp to bed." 
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Ten years glided away, and no tidings came of Silas 
Seyton. On the eleventh summer, one evening in June, 
just as the setting sun was gilding the top of the wood 
above the village, a boat was moored on the Trent-bank, 
and a taU young man, with a countenance browned by 
sun and wind, stepped ashore, and walked up to the 
cottage where Samuel and Mary Seyton once dwelt. 
He leaned on the ruined palings, he fixed his eyes on 
the gray and weather-beaten grass which had grown 
upon the threshold ; he undid ^e dilapidated gate, and 
sat with folded arms upon the weeds under the wild- 
rose tree, which then grew high above the broken win* 
dow. Several of the villagers stopped to look at him, 
but no one spoke a word, and he never once lifted up 
his eyes to gaze upon their faces. All at once he sprung 
up, and hurried into the churchyard ; his lip was ob- 
served to quiver as he gazed upon two green hillocks, 
which stood on either side the grave of the sister of 
Silas Seyton ; he shed no tear, though his lips were 
seen suddenly to become dry and of a deadly hue. He 
hurried back to his boat ; several children were then 
playing in it, he lifted them out, gently stroking their 
little heads, threw a handful of silver among them on 
the shore, and rowed away. 

Nearly thirty years had passed away since that young 
sailor set foot upon the green bank which sloped down 
to the Trent. The children who then so eagerly 
scrambled for the handful of silver which he threw 
among them, had grown up to be thoughtful men and 
women, and their own children had many a time played 
upon the same bank where they stood and huzzaed after 
the young sailor as he rowed away in silence. Many 
a gravestone had been added since that day to those 
which stood in the churchyard of Warton Woodhouse. 
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Those " Sacred to the Memory of Samuel and Mary 
Seyton " were scarcely legible ; they were overgrown 
with short green moss and lichens. The cottage in 
which Silas was born had long since gone to decay, not 
even a vestige of the little garden was to be seen ; a large 
farm-house had been built upon the spot ; there were 
but few living who could tell the history of the humble 
pair who once dwelt there. 

Time had left the deep imprint of his footsteps upon 
the village ; he had wreathed the old church with the 
'' garland of eternity ;" the green ivy had o? ermn its 
gray walls. The few who had danced with Samuel 
Seyton round the May-pole, then went hobbling with a 
stick, or if they chanced to meet with one who remem- 
bered the bygone days, they would plant their backs 
against some paling in the sunshine, and talk over the 
changes which had taken place since they were young. 
Old Squire Somerby had long slept in the large vault 
under the huge sarcophagus, with its Latin mementos. 
The fish-pond where Silas had hooked the large pike, 
was filled in and added to the hall garden ; trees had 
grown upon the spot, birds had built and reared their 
young there. The fair daughters of the ancient race of 
the Somerby 8 had gathered roses where once the roach 
showed its red fins ; they had pkyed at '< hide-and- 
seek" in the new shrubbery ; been married, and some 
of them had died. 

Many a votice that had welcomed ^* Harvest Home,** 
hailed the sheep-shearing supper, trolled a merry stave 
at the feast of Warton Woodhouse, cracked a joke at 
Whitsuntide, and joined in a Christmas carol, was then 
mote, and tiny hands had gathered the daisies upon their 
graves. Youth had grown old, beauty had become hag- 
gard and wrinkled ; locks which had hung in clusters 
of brown, black, or auburn, had turned gray, and were 
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tucked under a plain old cap, as if unfit to be seen. 
Many a jovial face, that was wont to catch the gleam of 
the ruddy fire at the old Blue Bell, to look thoughtful 
for a moment, while they listened to Samuel Seyton on 
a Saturday night, when over their cups of ale he was 
wont to talk of Silas — was missed from the " accustomed 
place ;" a new race were seated there ; children, who 
were wont to lead their fathers home, or come for the 
customary Saturday's halfpenny, were then led home by 
their own children. The old school-mistress had died ; 
the ■ But why linger over Deborah Dunkerley's 

narrative ? — ^forty years had gone by since first Silas 
Seyton went to sea. 

But few knew him when he returned again, his face 
was so brown and battered by wind and wave, looking 
like the hardy bark of the oak which has braved a thou- 
sand tempests. His voice was also deep, loud, and for- 
bidding, and his whole appearance had a sternness 
about it more calculated to damp any approach to fami- 
liarity than to encourage it. How he came back or 
from whence he came, no one knew ; he landed not at 
the village, but rowed up to the lonely island in the 
night ; only one person saw him return. Next morning 
his boat was seen rocking in the eddies that broke upon 
the island, and a tent had been erected thereon, a blue 
column of smoke also curled above the tops of the osiers, 
but no living soul was seen. On the third night he 
rowed to the village and found out old Deborah, and 
through her procured what were needful to build his 
hut and supply his other wants. It was the harbour he 
had selected to moor himself in after all his toil, to 
shelter his old hull after all the tempests it had encoun- 
tered. Old Deborah was his go-between, the only link 
that connected him with the world ! She sold his fish, 
or exchanged it for other food. Silas rarely spoke to 
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any other than herself, or set his foot upon another's 
threshold. 

He had lived on that lonely island several years when 
I first became acquainted with him : it was on a sum- 
mer's evening I had rowed down in an old boat and 
landed there to spend an hour angling or reading, just 
as fancy chose. I was but a boy. Patience was worn 
out, and nothing caught. But what matters it ? we be- 
came friends ; he loved to tell his wild sea tales, and in 
me found an eager listener. He was not the surly man 
some thought him ; he had, however, his dark moods — 
times when he walked to and fro before the hut with his 
brows bent and his arms folded, and a rock in his gait ; 
no doubt the very motion with which he walked the deck 
at sea. A cloudy day, with the wind blowing aloud, 
and the waves dashing upon his little island shore, seem- 
ed to inspire him, and he would pace along before the 
hut, his iron-gray locks streaming from under his red 
cap, while he dwelt upon battle and dangerous scenes 
of wreck and carnage which were done on the solitudes 
of the sea. I used to look upon him with veneration, 
and marvel how one who had lived amid storm and strife 
so many years could at last rest tranquilly upon that 
lonely island. But he had often the holy volume upon 
his knee, and would sit on the rude bench before his door 
in the sunshine of the Sabbath, pondering over its sub- 
lime truths, while from its pages he gathered peace. 
Pleasant were those hours — some village bell,perchahce 

** OTer the wide watered ebore, 
Swinging slow with tolemn roar — ** 

told that hundreds were then wending their way over 
flowery fields, and through the still green lanes, and like 
one family were about to kneel before the Great Giver 
of all good. At such times his eyes would wander from 
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the sacred volume, and dwell upon the outstretched land- 
scape, where rolled the wide spreading river, and the 
village sloped down its sweet declivity, until the tear 
stole unawares down his bronzed cheek, and fell upon 
the pages on which all his hopes were anchored. Those 
who watched his countenance might trace the varied 
emotions which flowed through his soul, might see when 
his mind was wandering amid scenes of former strife, 
or when it centred homeward, like a bird struggling 
through the storm, which at last plunges into its own nest. 
Years of peril and danger had passed away, and still 
that wish had clung to him, through all that he had pass- 
ed, to lay his bones near the place of his birth ; he still 
had hopes 



-** Hit Ittett hourt to crown, 



Amid those humble bowers to lay him down. 
To hasband out life's taper at the close, 
And keep the flame from wasting by repose. 

Around his fire an evening group to draw, 
And tell of all he felt and all he saw ; 
And, as a hare, whom hounds and horns pursue, 
Pants to the place from whence at first he flew, 
He still had hopes, his long vexations past. 
There to return, and die at home at last" 

Goldmnith'» Deserted VUlage. 

Few are the spots which I have seen so well adapted 
to bring repose to a heart outwearied with the tear and 
tumult of the world as that on which the old fisherman 
had taken up his home. There his boat was moored 
beside the sedge, the water swelling around her with a 
sound of peace, a drowsy babbling that even added to 
the reigning repose. The lowing of the distant cattle 
came subdued over the water, while the tall willows, 
ever and anon, made a silvery shiver with their white 
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leares ; then again all was still. Sometimes a distant 
sail would be seen beyond the bend of the river, just 
moving along the green banks like a cloud, then hid by 
the tall trees which bent over the waters. And well did 
he love to row his boat by night, when all aioond was 
silent, and another sky seemed sleeping in the river ; 
it was then that he became eloquent, uttered words of 
religious truth, or told one of his " hair-breadth perils ;" 
a battle, a chase, or a wreck, just as his memory sug- 
gested. Great pains, too, did he bestow to instruct me 
in the gentle art ; wishing, perhaps, that, when he was 
dead, I might inhabit his lonely hut, and follow the same 
occupation. But I was unskilful with hooks, baits, and 
nets, and had no ambition to sleep in that old hammock, 
which in the day-time was hoisted to the very roof of his 
hut. Then, how he would descant upon a fisher's life, 
and moralize on the finny tribe, until one could scarcely 
credit that the same voice had often rung above the storm, 
been foremost to shout in battle, and that those very 
hands had grasped the cutlass to board an enemy, and 
led the way over decks slippery with blood ! Such 
things, however, had once been, although to attempt a 
description of them is beyond my power ; such a sketch 
must be filled up by an abler hand than mine. 

But the old man has long been dead, and is buried on 
the lone island, a meet resting-place for one whose chief 
days had been ispent on the great deep. The shrill 
plover shrieks above his narrow bed, and the rustling 
willows and rank sedge wave and whisper in the moon- 
light around his silent resting-place, while the waters 
roll with a mournful cadence along the shore. Not a 
vestige of his hut remains ; his boat was sold to defray 
the expenses of his burial ; wealth he had none. All 
he had done and sufiered will never be known ; he had 
been shipwrecked, shed his blood in battle, loved, "not 
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wisely but too well/' and died. What I have adven- 
tured here is but a hasty sketch ; what I have heard 
him recount would more than fill this volume — ^his ad- 
ventures would require a second "Tom Cringle" to 
record them — ^it would be a task which I dare not at- 
tempt — the green hills and old woods have been my 
home, but not 

" The broad blae sea.'* 
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TUMBLING TOMMY. 

A nimble rascal and a dapper, 
Full deftly could he cat and caper, 
Dance, ran, and leap, friak and conret, 
Tomble and do the somenet ; 
A nimble, witty knaTe, I warrant, 
And one that well could say his errant. 

VvrgU TrooMfte. 

In running oyer the various fortunes of my playmates, 
I had entirely forgotten my old acquaintance, little 
Tommy Parkins, until chance threw him in my way a 
few weeks ago, and under such circumstances as I 
should nerer again have recognised him, had not his 
own invention hit upon an old trick which left me no 
doubt of his identity. Never did tranquil hamlet rear a 
wilder scape-grace than little Tommy, or village green 
bear a more arrant skip-Jack ; his legs, instead of his 
thoughts, were ever turned heavenward ; to him the 
world was always topsy-turvy, for never was he so hap- 
py as when tumbling head over heels, turning somersets, 
standing on his head upon a pint pot, or walking upon 
his hands. He was, indeed, a thing of *' shreds and 
patches," a very Joseph in his garments of divers co- 
lours ; every somerset he turned cost his mother a score 
or two of stitches ; she did but little besides mending 
his clothes, or running from cottage to cottage begging 
bits of cloth. 

<' Do, neighbour,'' she would say, << try to find me a 
bit of something to mend oui lad's breeches, for really 
G 
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it takes all my time only to keep bim decent ; I've hardly 
laid down my needle, and told him not to split his things 
80 again, hefore up goes his legs over and oyer, like a 
wind-mill sail, and crack, crack, crack, crack goes all 
my stitching, though IVe done it with whlte-a-brown 
tbxead of three thicknesses.'* 

Poor Tomm3r'8 tumbling was his only pleasure, as he 
confessed, " he did it without a thought f he could 
assign no more reason for it than a bird can for throwing 
open its wings and flying from tree to tree. He went 
to school, but, poor fellow ! he never could have lived 
had he not been permitted to go out every hour to give 
his heels an airing ; they absolutely quivered again when 
the hands of the clock were upon the point of twelve or 
five. How wistfully would he look at the flies, running 
feet uppermost on the ceiling ! I believe from my heart, 
he envied them during school hours. But, oh ! when 
the school broke loose, when the hour was up, the sig- 
nal given, the words uttered, " Boys, you may go home,'* 
to have seen Tommy shoot out! — ^hop — step — jump, 
and he had cleared the threshold, and belter-skelter, 
head over heels he went, never stopping to look ; and 
as to thinking, why, his very brains were prevented from 
dwelling upon anything for even a moment, so he trusted 
to some hedge, ditch, wall, or paling to bring him up ; 
nor would. his feet remain easy even then, but hang 
uppermost, and knock and kick, and perhaps take it into 
their ^ads to go over and over back again. No marvel 
that he almost always held his book wrong end upper- 
most, and was fond of making X's, because they were 
all legs ; if he looked at a picture, he invariably turned 
it heels upward, then marvelled why the legs were not 
pointed skyward; how his face was plashed in wet 
weather, when he walked home, head downward, on 
his hands, to keep his shoes clean and not dirty his 
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mothei's floor. He beliered that man originally walked 
on his heady and averred that not half the people would 
faU in frosty weather, if they looked to their steps and 
took heed to their ways. 

In Tain did his mother inquire, " What can I do with 
him V Who wonld undertake to teach him a trade ? 
He never could settle down into a sober body, unless 
he enlisted for a soldier, and had the good fortune to 
lose those whirligig legs — ^those spinning spindles. 
However, he left the school, and poor old tailor Mar- 
kam, having a respect for his mother, said, to use his 
own expression, *'I'll try what sitting cross-legged 
with a heavy sleeve-board and a heavier goose will do 
for him ; for if aught in the world will take the devil 
out of them legs of his, it mun be a little heavy ironing 
on his own knees.** 

So Toouny went on trial to tailor Markam, and when 
asked if he could sit cross-legged, he only replied with 
a grin, and throwing his feet over each shoulder, made 
them meet behind his neck. Fine fun to him was the 
goose and sleeve-board! — ^he brought the iron down 
every time with a force which made the shop-board on 
which they sat spring again ; the old tailor praised his 
exertion, and Tommy ironed away until the perspira- 
tion streamed from his brow. Unfortunately, however, 
the shop-board was thin-— it was elastic — down went the 
iron in an instant as soon as he made this discovery ; 
he chattered away like a monkey, swayed himself a 
few times, until the tailor shook in his seat. There 
was no resisting the emotion ; a fine clear board with 
such a spring, and not to tumble — that was more than 
the legs of a human being like him could resist — so 
down went the sleeve-board and goose, and up went 
his heels, and alighted on poor old Markam's chest, 
and pitched him topsy-turvy into the floor, and as the 
G2 
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window was up, out he shot at a bound, and went tum- 
bling all the way home, to the amazement of his poor 
old mother, and the disappointment of all her hopes. 

No ; tailoring would not suit Tommy, especially if 
followed on a board elastic as old Markam's ; so he 
was once more at '* a loose end," emptying his mother's 
cupboard, then somersetting round the village green to 
get a new appetite. In vain did the old woman plead 
with the glazier, and entreat him to give her boy a trial ; 
but his look was decisive ; he pointed to the piles of 
glass which stood around hir shop, shrugged up his 
shoulders and shook his head, sapng plainly, that amid 
such brittle ware there was not room for Tumbling 
Tommy. 

Our host at the Blue Bell gave him a trial, but it was 
of no avail, for if he had to carry home a pint of beer, 
he set it down twenty times during the journey to show 
the boys how he could stand on his head on the full 
pot ; too often reaching the doors of his customers with 
the ale foam glittering on his elfin locks, or sometimes, 
forgetting himself, he ventured a somerset with a full 
pot in each hand making a circle round his head like a 
water-wheel. 

In vain did his mother inquire, " What ever am I to 
do with him ? — ^Yonder he is, eating me out of house 
and harbour, and making himself neither better nor 
worse nor a teetotum. Tm sure I should be thankful if 
they would stick them shammocks (legs) of his in the 
stocks for a month or two, for never had lone woman 
such a plague in a bairn in this world. Wet weather 
or dry, up goes his heels ; no matter if one happens to 
have one's washing hung out to dry, it's all the same ; 
only the other day there was the marks of his great 
hammocks (feet) on Pawon Preedon's surplice, after it 
had been bleached as white as a lily. As to hanging 
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ui3rt]iing up in the house out of reach of his feet, Hea- 
ven bless you ! I'm forced to stand upon the table, or 
down they come, with his whirligigging. Bird and 
cage, all my strings of onions, saucepan-lids, and candle- 
sticks — bless you ! he used to bring 'em down wi' such 
a clatter, it were enough to deafen the dead. What 
ever I'm to do with him, Heaven only knows !" 

The shopkeeper gave him a di^'s tria],but before night 
he had both his feet in a hamper of eggs, and was glad 
(o make his escape from the wrath of his master, with- 
out pausing to draw out the shoe which stuck in a firkin 
of butter after one of his somersets. He finished with 
the old shoemaker, who took him on trial, before noon, 
by sweeping half the crockery-ware from the mantel- 
piece, and driving his feet through two panes of glass 
at the very first tumble. With the barber he fared no 
better ; and before he had been with the blacksmith an 
hour, his feet were over the bellows' handle, and up and 
down he jerked at such a rate as blew eveiy spark out 
of the forge, and made an illumination all over the floor. 
Poor Tommy 1 had he lived in the dark ages, those legs 
of his would assuredly have been exorcised, and every 
means taken to rid them of the restless demons by 
which they would have been deemed possessed. The 
neighbours advised his mother to tie an immense log to 
his heels, like those which are used for keeping within 
bounds runaway colts ; but Fate had other things in 
store for Tumbling Tommy. 

The mountebanks had come to try their fortune at 
Warton Woodhouse, and had got up a lottery, the high- 
est prize being two guineas in money ; the lowest were 
stated to be worth five shillings ; shares one shilling 
each — ^tumbling and conjuring gratis. All day long 
they went drumming and sounding through the village, 
and having also distributed their bills through the neigh- 
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bouring hamlets, a vast concourse (for a countiy place) 
were soon assembled. A rare show did those mounte- 
banks make around the little circus set apart for their 
performance ; ne^er were so many gown-pieces, cotton 
shawls, silk handkerchiefs, kettles, boots, shoes, hats, 
etc., before exhibited in the village ; every one who had 
a shilling to spare tried his luck, and so^ie of them, to 
use my old grandad's phrase, who had " more money 
than brains," purchased three or four shares. WeU, 
the prizes were drawn by a peasant lad, well known to 
them all, and I doubt not as fairly as is customary on 
such occasions ; in short, everybody seemed satisfied 
who had won a prize, and those who had not, murmur- 
ed ; the two guineas were, however, won by one of our 
neediest neighbours, whom, I believe, my grandad fur- 
nished with the shilling to try his luck. When the 
prize-drawing was all over, the performance commenced, 
and you may be sure that Tommy was there as a looker- 
on. The principal tumbler chanced to be a very stout 
man, considerably too much so for his profession ; how- 
ever, he managed to turn a somerset — ^he tried a second, 
and feU down. Oh ! to have seen Tumbling Tommy 
at that moment ! He jumped, he screamed, he clapped 
his hands with delight, and shouted aloud, " Ha ! ha ! I 
can beat him, I can beat him !" The stout man again 
arose, and Tommy stood peeping between the legs of a 
very tali man, and watched his motions with the deepest 
anxiety. The mountebank made another trial, and ac- 
complished it slowly and clumsily, and then, by way of 
change, stood on his head. This was more than our mer- 
curial friend could bear to witness : to stand on his head 
only ; why. Tommy could do that before he was four years 
old. Like a greyhound slipped from the leash when the 
game is in view, so did Tommy shoot from under the legs 
of his tall companion, and, without once halting, made 
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bidf a score of somersets in the circus. The fat man 
brought himself to an anchor, and sat looking daggers 
at the intruder ; the crowd clapped their hands and 
shouted— eren those who had drawn blanks joined in 
the applause. Nor could the master-mountebank keep 
back his share of praise ; the whole circus rang with 
iond acclaim — a proud night was that for Tumbling 
Tommy. The performance was at last finished, and 
next day the motmtebank sought our the mother of the 
young scape-grace : he made very fair offers for her son, 
and held out hopes that, if he went through a regular 
course of tuition, there would be no doubt of his one day 
becoming a great tumbler. '* No, she couldn't think of 
letting her bairn lire such a tramping life ; if he tumbled 
a bit now and then to please himself, that was all well 
and good. But he was her own bairn, and as dear to 
her as if he was e?er so steady ; no, she couldn't think 
of letting him leare her." A day or two, however, 
elapsed, and Tumbling Tommy was missing ; where he 
had gone we all had a shrewd guess ; but years elapsed, 
and his mother never saw him again, although he fre- 
quently sent her small sums of money, and, at last, more 
than she required to live on. 

Time rolled away, and I had almost forgotten my old 
playmate ; if I thought of him at all, it was among many 
others, a mingled mass in which few of the objects stood 
out distinctly. One day, however, a strange foreign- 
looking fellow knocked at the door, and looking very 
hard at me, said, '* Don't you know me ?" No, I had no 
remembrance of that mustachoed, be-whiskered, and 
sun-browned face — ^I had not the honour to know the 
gentleman. He drew a card from his case and presented 
it. " Signior Capriccio, Padua." Worse and worse ; 
I had no acquaintance with any such person, never 
remembered to have seen such a name before. What 
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could be mean ? Th^re was a sly mockery in his 
conntenance as fa« eKclaimgd, ** I'll make you know me !" 
and tkrowing np Mb heels, he turned three or four 
somersets, nor ceased until he had poked one foot clean 
through a map of London, making a greater hole in the 
Thames than ever the tunnel had done, and demolishing 
both St. Paul's and the Bank, and the whole neighbour- 
hood of Cheapside. I knew him instantly, not by his 
face, bat his feet ; there was no mistaking those old 
familiar legs — they looked all the betl«r for wear : had 
he but presented them instead of his face at first, I should 
at once hare recognised my old friend. Tumbling Tom* 
my. Those very legs which were so despised, which 
every neighbour prophesied would be his ruin, had 
carried him safely through a great portion of the world. ' 
Dobs, and grandees, and monsieurs, and mademoisellea 
had showered down their plaudits upon them ; they had 
proonred him a new name, had acquired a thousand fo- 
reigD tricks, and won for their owner good store of gold. 
From the day he joined the mountebanks, his whole life 
had been one series of fortunate events — ^he only tum- 
bled to rise the higher, keeping, no doubt, in mind that 
line of old Bunyan's — 

*< He that ii down needi fear no fall." 
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MARY GRAY. 

Fear no' mora the lightning flash, 
Nor the all-dreadod thonder'Stone ; 

Fear not slandei^ censure rash ; 
Thou hut finished joy and moan : 

All lovers young, all lovers must 

Consign to thee, and come to dust. 

Shakspi&bi. . 

The stoiy I am abmit to relate is one of almost every- 
day occurrence ; a simple tale of one who was yomig 
and beautiful, and loved, and died. Every town, every 
village, nay, almost every street of any extent, could 
furnish materials for such a story as I am about to teU. 
A thousand heads are now tossing on uneasy pillows, 
beset with painful thoughts that chase away all rest ; a 
thousand hearts are aching and breaking in silent cham- 
bers, the story of whose griefs will never be uttered. 
The grave will close over all their sorrows, the sun will 
rise and set, moonlight and darkness will chase each 
other over their *' narrow homes/* thousands will pause 
to peruse the *^ uncouth rhymes " on their rude head- 
stones, "but not a tongue can record their sufferings. 

How many faces do we pass daily on which grief 
has imprinted her image ! How many sighs are heaved 
hourly, fraught with love and pity, and painful remem- 
brances, and hopes, and prospects blighted, that die on 
the weary air ! How many beautiful homesteads do we 
pass standing in lovely spots, on hill, or valley, or flowery 
lawn, decorated by the master-hand of nature ! spots so 
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sweet that we might deem that death came not there 
—yet eyen while we are gazing, perchance there are 
hearts breaking within. 

I had been absent several months from the village 
when I took the advantage of a fine day in June to re- 
visit it, and to have a little gossip wiUi a. few of my 
old acquaintance* As I wandered along over the fair 
meadows that stretch beside the River Trent, the slow 
solemn tones of a death-bell smote my ear, and came 
with a strange sound, amid all the beauty and sunshine 
of that sweet summer scene. I entered the first cottage 
in the village, and was not long before I had gathered 
some particulars of the story of the deceased, which to 
me was very interesting, through having seen her before. 
But I will attempt to give a portion of our conversation, 
for in a tale of the heart the simplicity and earnestness 
of an old woman outdoes all author-craA. 

''And how old might she be, Betty?** inquired I, 
tasting of the old woman's home-brewed beer, for no 
greater offence can you offer them, after a long absence, 
than to lefuse taking refreshment 

** Nineteen next reaping-time ; — try a bit of that kiss- 
ing crust," added she, taking as much interest in my 
wants as I did in her narrative ; *' I am afeard that loafs 
rather too high baked ; bon that Lucy, I left her to mind 
them on th' hearth, while I went down to Sally Penny's 
to talk about poor Mary Gray. But everybody loved 
her ; it would have done your heart good to see how 
the children used to run after her, and scream and cry 
to go to her. Ay, the very crossest used to be as still 
as mice if she only took them, and would snuzzle to her, 
or look up into her sweet face, and seem a deal more 
pleased with gazing on it than they would have been 
with all the playthings you could have brought 'em fra 
a fair." 
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" So you believe the young squire loved her ?" eon- 
tinned I, occasionally swallowing a mouthful of hread 
and chee8^ just to keep the old woman in humour,. and 
prevent her impoi:tuning me and interrupting the story. 

" Loved her !" echoed the old woman, as if indig- 
nant at my daring to doubt it' for a moment. " Loved 
her ! an angel fra heaven would have loved her ! she 
was such a sweet temper, and so gentle, and so pretty ; I 
often said she was too good for this sinful world. Yes, 
Henry did love her with all his heart ; none of your 
fly-by-sky love was his, but such love as they loved 
with in those old-fashioned times when they used to 
die for one another if they couldn't be made happy. 
But his father was a rogue — it will come home by him, 
though, for both their sakes ; this year, they say, all his 
corn looks very sickly, and only the other day he had 
a cow and calf died ; — bless you, hell never prosper. 
Do you know he threatened to turn Henry out of doors 
if he ever saw Mary again, and to disinherit him, and all 
for loving her. But his uncle said he shouldn't want, 
and he bought Henry a something in the army — ^I for- 
get what they call it, it*s something like missionary ; — 
however, it made him a fine officer, and he went to join 
his regiment, but the thoughts of leaving Mary preyed 
so upon his heart, that together with thinking of her, 
and being in a low way, through what his father had 
said, why, poor dear young man, he died." And the 
old woman applied the comer of her checked apron to 
her eyes, for they were overflowing with tears. 

'< What then ?" said I, after having sat for several 
minutes in silence. 

" There was nothing then," replied the old woman, 
" nothing but for her to die also, and yet it's a marvel 
how long she bore up. The news of Henry's death 
came one Sunday. Mary, as usual, had been to church ; 
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but it was noticed by many that she never sang that 
morning ; I believe she felt a foreboding that something 
was about to happen, — I have myself, aforetime, had a 
kind of doley feeling,— one sighs and goes moping 
about here and diere like an ill-sitting hen. But, as I 
was saying, when she came home from church there 
was a letter for her. Old John Key, — ^you know the 
old man that brings all our letters from Gainsborough, 
— well, he brought it on Saturday night, but as it was 
sealed with black, ao^ he'd half a suspicion from where 
it came, he thought, as he said, he would let her go to 
church first, as a blessed discourse oflen makes one 
bear troubles much better than we could without ; to 
the good it's what a dram is to dram-drinkers. Well, 
as I was sa3ring, Mary came in, — I happened to be 
there ; her mother had had a pain in her side, so she 
had sent to me for a little of my syrup of gillyflowers. 
Poor girl ! she tiever spoke ; she looked at her mother, 
then at the letter ; — ^yon know how she used to look 
with those large soil eyes of hers ; — ^poor thing ! it 
seemed as if she knew what there was in the letter ; 
then she turned pale as a snow-drop, and her hands 
trembled like silk-grass : she went up stairs without 
speaking. She hadn't bees theve above a minute or 
two before she fell on the floor— «he gave a deep groan 
—only one : it was loud enough to bveak her poor heart 
clean in two. There she lay quite senseless ; we 
were a long while bringing her to herself again ; the 
letter was in her hand ; I just caught a gleg at it — ^it 
was written crooked, as if a person's hand had trembled 
a very deal while writing it ; it wasn't at all like what 
Sloppy-kicky Briggs used to set our Jack for copy at 
school, — I could remember all there was in the letter, 
and part of another which came with it from the colo« 
nel." 
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*' And how did 8he bear all this ?'' inquired I, wiah- 
ing to reach the end of her atory. 

*' She couldn't bear it," replied the old dame ; " it 
waa over mach for her — ^the weight crashed her ; from 
that day I never saw her smile again. She always 
spoke kind to everybody though, but we all knew she 
was going fast ; her eyes grew dim, they had lost all 
that sparkfing which they once had, and her cheeks 
became paler and paler every day. 

" Then she took to wandering about like a ghost, and 
seemed to like nothing so much as going all alone to 
still and melancholy places, among dark trees and 
gloomy out-of-the-way spots. But at last she seemed 
to settle down to one place, and that was under the 
large old oak that grows by the wood-side : there she 
would sit a long day through with her eyes bent upon 
the little stream that runs along the wood. Many, it 
was enough to turn a body's brain to sit there listening 
to that watter as it went wabbling and gabbling over 
the stones ! Poor dear soul ! she's made many a heart 
ache when they've been going past to see her sit there, 
so young, and so pretty, and so innocent, all doley by 
herself, looking upon the stream. But thank God she's 
an angel in heaven now, sitting beside her own dear 
Henry." 

" Is it long since," said I, " that she first heard the 
tidings of his death ?" 

" Twelve moons and aboon," replied the old gossip : 
" we all wondered that she held up so long, but the green 
summer fell softly upon her, for she would seldom keep 
at home, and the blessed sun and air are marvellous 
physicians, worth a million of your fine doctors, that 
get money by talking pig-Greek and dog-Latin, and 
nipping a body's arm, and taking snuff. But, as I 
told you, her complaint laid in her heart ; she seemed 
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to be going just like one of my big white lilies did last 
sammer, — ^the worms had eaten into the root, and al- 
though it looked pretty to the last, yet I saw it was 
dwindling away. Nay, when autonm came, and the 
harvest was got in, she still went out : I've seen her 
sit there when the wind and rain have been beating in 
her sweet face, and the dead leaves have fallen upon 
her silky hair ; but she took no notice of these things 
— ^the very birds would come and hop and peck so close 
to her that she might have got hold of them by only 
potting om her hand, but they seemed to know that she 
would do them no harm. When winter came she began 
to pine away, and talked a deal about the woods, and 
fieUs, and the flowers. It would have made your heart 
bleed only to have heard what remarks she made ; 
sometimes she talked so pretty, ay ! just for all the 
world like that poetry which one reads in printed books." 

*' And did she still retain her senses amid all her 
sorrows ?" inquired I. 

" Her senses ! ay, marry did she," replied the old 
woman ; *' but she seemed so altered, so different some- 
how — ^not that she talked like those who learn to speak 
fine through going to school — a lot of your kick-shaw 
boarding-school misses, coming home with their ma*s and 
pa's, as if fayther and mother wasn't better English, — ^no, 
it was none of this sort of fine talk, but what she said 
somehow used to get into your heart, quite unawares 
like; not that it was so grand, but her words were 
like — ^I can't tell you what, — ^but you cried at hearing 
>em, and you felt as if you could listen for ever and ever. 
At times this spring, happen some of her young com- 
panions would bring her a few snow-drops, which they 
had gathered in Eldon valley, or a few primroses pluck- 
ed on the sunny side o' the wood, or mayhap a few 
violets pulled in some green lane or other ; and then to 
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hear what qoeations she would put, and what she would 
say about them few flowers ! and Christ's sarmon on 
the Mount, and Harvey's Meditations, and the Book of 
Job, and bits of David's Psalms, and sometimes Shak* 
speare and Milton, I think she called them ; but for my 
part I should't have known but that jihe had taken it 
all from the Bible, if I hadn't heard her tell their names, 
it seemed so grand. But, bless me, I must have tired 
you with talking so long, and I promised to be at the 
herrin\ and it only wants half an hour. You'll go down 
and see her before she's screwed up in her coffin? 
I'm sure when you look at her you'll think she's only 
asleep, she's so Utile altered." 

Such was the nairatire of poor old Betty Whitterton, 
who is now herself resting in that rural churchyard, 
scarcely two strides from the grave of her favourite. 
She speedly donned her black hood, and having hugg 
up the key behind the window-shutter, " that Jockey 
might find it if he should come home before she had 
left the berrin'," (funeral,) we set out together to the 
" house of mourning." 

What a solemn hush steals over the heart while we 
are seated beside the silent dead, looking on the very 
face which, like a stream of sunshine, made light and 
gladness wherever it moved ! What a holy awe reigns 
around when the beam of beauty is quenched, — settled 
into sadness like the slumbering blackness of the sky, 
hopeless, and dark, and still — the deep lull of dead des- 
pair ! The agony of hope is passed, the pang of prayer 
is no more — Sorrow is weary of watching, and Grief 
throws herself down to weep— even Pain falls prostrate, 
and listens to his own sobs as they gradually sink into 
tbe long, deep, intervening sigh. The fountain of tears 
has become dry, the blood flows coldly in its channel, 
passion is dead, and no feeling is left in tbe bosom but 
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Stagnant grief. All seem troubled but the tranquil 
dead. 

How still was eyeiything within that cottage ! The 
grief of the mourners seemed hushed, as if the roice of 
Sorrow was too sacred to be heard above the beating of 
its own heart. The very sound of the clock seemed ir- 
reverently loud ; yet, slow and solemn, it somehow par- 
took of the pervading awe of Death. A few flowers 
stood in a pot by the window, but they were all wither- 
ed and dying ; even her favourite throstle stood moping 
upon his perch, as if he had missed the fair form that 
attended to his wants. Her gipsy bonnet hung behind 
the door, and two or three wild-roses, which doubtless 
her own hands had stuck in it, still remained dry and 
dead. The window-blind was down, and a solemn 
shadow settled upon an old landscape which hung 
against the wall, a cloudy dulness shrouded its sunny 
summits ; — ^you felt that sunshine had no right to intrude 
there, nor aught save melancholy to move in that gloomy 
ante-room of the grave. 

" This, then, is death," thought I, placing my hand 
upon her smooth cold forehead, colder than the whitest 
marble. — *' The sunshine' is streaming upon the fields 
and woods, and she, a thing of beauty, looks more ready 
to leap up and sport amid the bright valleys, among 
sweet flowers, than be borne to the darksome grave. No 
more will her merry laughter be heard at even-tide ringing 
through the village street, — ^that sweet voice will never 
again chaunt the simple songs which made the hearts 
of those who listened to them thrill again, beneath her 
utterance." I could have called death " harsh names " 
while gazing upon that fair face, and thought that the 
grave might have been contented to close upon one less 
lovely. 
The village undertaker at length arrived, and all, saving 
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the weeittng mother, arose to look upon the face of Ae 
dead for the last time. The blessed light of heaven 
would nerer more fall upon that fair face— iio human 
eye would behold its loreliness again ! Oh ! she wa# 
beautiful even in death : the choicest summer flowers 
adorned her shroud, and you might fancy, while gazing 
upon her, that she had lain down to rest awhile upon a 
bed of flowers, and would awake anon : she seemed too 
lovely to belong to death ; you could not imagine that 
a countenance on which so sweet a smile was chiselled 
was aught akin to the tomb. Her thin pale lips were - 
slightly apart, and, while you gazed, seemed as if they 
were about to say, '* I am too young and CBiir to die :" 
each curled its wan crimson apart as if they weie again 
waiting for that sweet music over which they had so 
long kept watch. Her bright brown hair was divided 
in the centre of her clear smooth brow, and fell in glossy 
clusters down the unsullied snow of her neck, here and 
there mingling their ringlets amid the flowers. Just 
then the door was suddenly opened, and the light breeze 
stole over the pale features of the dead, and a straggling 
lock was uplifted for a moment, then fell again upon the 
still blossoms. The arched eyebrows stood like bend- 
ed stems spanning a stream of darkness ; the blue of 
heaven, which they had so long overlo(dLed, had vanish- 
ed — the stars were dimmed, the cloudy lids had closed 
for ever. A white rose had been placed in her wan 
hand, but had fallen upon her wrist, as if it had lain 
down to die beside one so lovely. A few flowers had 
fallen around her face, and were impearled with the teofs 
of the mourners. You could have fancied that they wept, 
and that their bright heads were bowed down by sor- 
row. A miniature of her lover rested upon her breast. 
Just before the lid of the coffin was replaced, a sun- 
beam streamed in through an.tiperture of the door, and 
H 
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fell full upon the face of the departed, giving to it for a 
moment the appearance of a halo of glory, a beauty that 
belonged only to HeaTen. At length the greedy screws 
clenched their iron teeth upon the dead, with a strange 
crunching sound that sank into the heart, causing a mo* 
mentary shiver to run through every frame. The cof- 
fin was borne down the little garden, over the threshold 
where she had so often stepped in childhood, beyond 
the flowers which her own hands had planted : no one 
turned to look upon the woodbine which she had trained 
' to run up to her chamber-window ; they bore her past 
the summer-house, where she had so often sat with 
Henry, and where her young tongue was wont, in the 
cool evenings, to make music of the holy poetry of the 
Bible, and send a soft hush of sacred Uioughts to the 
heart of her mother, which fell subdued and gentle upon 
herself. 

The coffin was borne along by six village maidens ; 
they were robed in spotless white, and each on her 
bosom wore a white rose ; the pall was of the same hue. 
The procession moved slowly along through a green 
lane ; scarcely a footstep was heard to press the long 
grass ; every sound seemed muffled, every voice was 
hushed; the tears gushed forth in silence — the still 
utterance of grief. We passed by the old wood, by the 
oak where she had so often sat ; the brook still gurgled 
along its pebbly path, but on my ears it rang with a low 
melancholy wail, as if it also mourned for the dead. I 
glanced for a moment on the spot where she was wont 
to sit ; I saw her shadow in the water ; her drapery was 
mingled with the foliage of the old tree ; I closed my 
eyes to shut out the fancy. 

The forest wore a sad appearance — ^the trees looked 
darker than usual — and when the boughs waved, they 
sent forth a strange, sullen sound. A slight shower had 
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fallen in the early pan of the day--a few drops yet hung 
upon the leaves — and as they fell around us, shaken 
by the wind, I could almost fancy that they wept. We 
entered a straggling street in the Tillage-— every door 
was opened as we passed ; both old and young shed 
tears, and many a lip moved as if in prayer ; some fell 
in with the procession. Above a tuft of aged elms rose 
die spire of the church ; and as 1 liAed up my head to 
admire its fair proportions, resting against the clear sky, 
the deep bell rung out a long measured sound, that 
echoed far and wide over the neighbouring valleys. I 
ventured ta raise my eyes on those around me ; every 
cheek was pale ! — even the faces of the fair bearers 
were as white as the garments^ they wore. That sound 
had driven the colour from many a lovely cheek ; still it 
boomed on through the still air, like the voice of Death 
calling upon us to approach. We entered the church ; 
the coffin was placed in the aisle — that aisle up which 
her light foot had so oAen trod. The pew-door stood 
open ; the cushion on which she used to sit had fallen 
upon the floor. It was pointed out to me as Mary's 
seat, and 1 entered alone. A Prayer-book rested on 
the oaken ledge — I took it up ; it fell open and revealed 
a fly leaf, on which was written, '^ The Gift of Henry 
Raymond to Mary Gray, his best beloved." The leaf 
was damp, and stained in various places. I felt sorry 
that 1 should mingle a tear where so many had fallen, 
dropped to the memory of love. I closed the volume. I 
heard not the solemn service — ^not a syllable fell upon 
my ears. I looked up to the high roof; my eye mea- 
sured the lofty piUars. Here had her sweet voice often 
sounded high above the organ ; the bass on which she 
had so often knelt in prayer still stood at my feet, as 
when she last bowed upon it before her Maker. I saw 
not the kneeling group in the aisle— the sobs of the 
H2 
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mourners floated by unheard. My fancy had wandered 
to other scenes : before the altar stood a goodly youth, 
his plumed helmet resting upon the cushion ; his clothing 
was rich in crimson and gold ; — a sword hung by his 
side. A fair maiden, with modest eyes bent downward, 
yielded to him her white hand ; she wore a garland of 
flowers. 1 heard her whisper consent, and a ring was 
placed upon her slender finger ; I saw her blush and 
look abashed into the youth's face, " his eyes to hers 
replying/' Then arose a sound — ^it was the loud Amen ! 
Feet moved along the cold pavement. I looked up— 
the wedding group was not there ; the cushions were 
impressed ; the bearers had ranged themselves by the 
dead. Alas ! the bridegroom that my fancy had conjured 
up, slept in a distant land, and the bride rested beneath 
that white pall, in the cold embrace of Death ! 

We stood by her grave. It was of a deep black 
mould— « cold, dark bridal bed for one so lovely ! A 
handful of flowers was thrown in before the coffin was 
lowered ; I saw them lie in the grim depth ; and then 
a foot moved beside me, and a quantity of loose earth 
fell upon them. It made no noise as it fell upon the 
flowers. I could have looked down and moralized upon 
those flowers for hours, so soon crushed beneath that 
weight of earth, and woven them with the fate of Mary 
Gray until they would have become a portion of herself; 
for I deemed that grief might at first alight upon that 
young heart with heavy weight, crushing its joys as the 
eailh did those flowers, until, one by one, they would 
shrink beneath the load and die. 

At last the cofiin was let down slowly into the grave ; 
the burial service was then read, and the earth scattered 
iqpon the Ud. How that hollow sound went to the heart, 
striking through the blood with a rapid chilliness, that 
searched through every vein as it sank deeper ! The 
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weeping minister liad just repeated the last words of 
the service, when a dove cooed from a neighbouring 
tree. I thought of the voice of her own sweet spirit 
mingling its mournful notes with ours. I stood by until 
the grave was closed. The white-headed c^d sexton 
refrained from trampling the mould down with his feet, 
but heaped it lightly upon her, and only smoothed it 
down with his spade. Yes, even he, who had a kin* 
dred feeling with Death — ^who could exclaim,— 
<* Come grin on me, and I will think thou smilest. 

And bless thee as thy wife. Misery's Iots ! 

Oh ! come to me !" 

even he felt pity in his cold breast, and strewed the earth 
lightly on a being so lovely. I turned round to depart, 
when a tall man dressed in black approached ; he spoke 
not, but, throwing his hat among the withered grass, 
knelt beside the newly-raised hillock. His face was 
hidden in the folds of his handkerchief. He moaned 
deeply. I could only hear a few words that he uttered ; 
they were reproaches upon himself. I beckoned to 
the sexton, and inquired who the mourner was. He 
answered, " The father of Henry Raymond ;" adding, 
" had he acted like a father he might have made his 
son happy, and have had a daughter of whom a king 
might be proud. He might have saved two lives, and 
himself all this misery. But I shall have to make a 
grave for him soon." 

I could not avoid repeating those beautiful verses by 
Collins as I turned homeward, and I feel how little store 
the reader will set by all that I have here written after 
perusing them. 

" To fair Fidele's grassy tomb 

Soft maids and village binds shall bring 
Each opening sweet of earliest bloom, 
And rifle all the breathing spring. 
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No wailing gbost shall dare appear 
To Tex with shrieks this quiet groTe^ 

But shepherd-lads assemble here, 
And tender virgins own their love. 

No wither'd witch shall here be seen. 
No goblins lead their nightly crew ; 

The female fays shall haunt the green^ 
And dress thy grave with pearly dew. 

The red-breast eft, at evening houn. 
Shall kindly lend his little aid, 

With hoary moss, and gather'd flowers,. 
To deck the ground where thou art laid. 

When howling winds and beating^rain 
In tempest shake thy sylvan cell, 

Or midst the chase on eveiy plain. 

The tender thought on thee shall dwell. 

£ach lonely scene shall thee restore. 
For thee the tear be duly shed : 

Beloved till life can chann no more, 
And moum*d till Pity's self be deadL**^ 
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His life WEB nigh unto death's door ye-pUced, 
Aiid thread-bare coat aad cobbled shoes he wore, 
He scarce good morsel all his life did taste, 
Bat both from back and belly still did spare, 
To fill his bags and riches to compare ; 
Yet child nor kinsman living had he none 
To leaTO them to, bnt thorough daily care 
To get, and nightly feai to lose his own. 
He led a wretched life unto himself unknown. 

SraNSBB's Fwery (^Mtn, 

Almost every town and village has its <' unclaimed 
honse," whicli is generally some dilapidated mansion 
that has been in Chancery since the memory of the 
oldest man in the village. Those who originally laid 
claim to the property have died off, until the bmlding 
seems to have given itself up in very despair of ever 
having another owner, or only promising, at best, the 
victor at law a heap of ruins for his reward. Such a 
mansion have we in Warton Woodhouse,— every door 
and window having long ago shaken off the guardian- 
ship of lock and bolt, and rendered ingress and egress 
easy at all seasons. It had long been the shelter of 
the houseless beggar, the stray donkey, the homeless 
dog, and the play-ground of the village children in wet 
weather, — ^by turns, stable, cow-house, and pig-sty, until 
at last it was thought too insecure even for purposes like 
these. Just before it had all but become 

<< The rayen's bleak abode, 
The apartment of the toad,'* 
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it was taken posseasion of by the well-known John 
Grapple, who was celebrated far and wide under the 
cognomen of Jack Grab. Jack was a collector of bones, 
rags, bits of iron, rope, broken glass, broken spoons, — 
in a word, of almost everything that everybody threw 
away. Sometimes he would pick up a little waste tin, 
and, gathering the wool from the gone bushes and 
hedges, manufacture a curious kind of unnatural-looking 
lamb, such as would have fetched any money had it 
been possible to produce " its living like." With a 
basketful of such things as those he would visit the 
neighbouring villages, singing, 

"If I'd aa mach money as I could tell, 
I wouldn't ciy out, young lamlw to aeU,— 
Young lambs to sell." 

Many a mother has missed her pewter spoons during 
these peregrinations of Jack ; for the children would cry 
for the lambs, and if their parents had neither bottle nor 
broken spoon to give, how easy was it for him to break 
them ; nay, rumour said that he was nor particular as to 
cramming them into his bag whole, and would receive 
any kind of linen, for old rags, which the youngsters 
brought him, without inquiring whether it had been filch- 
ed from the drawer or off the hedge. Jack, be it known, 
was an arrant old miser, a regular old *' skin-flint " and 
*' scrat " ; one who would punish his belly a long sum- 
mer's day to save a half-penny. How he had ever ma- 
naged to reconcile his conscience to pay Betty Coles 
sixpence a week for a room and the use of her back- 
yard, to keep his stores in, was to me a matter of 
mystery, so long as that old house had been without an 
occupant. However, he did it ; although the old woman 
declared that it was like parting with six of his teeth, 
and he had seldom either bit or sup on rent-day. 
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Wliat visions of weslth floated before the eyes of the 
old miser on the eyeniog that he took up his residence 
in the old house ! '' Ah," said he to the old gardener, 
who had lent him a barrow to remove his stock, " ah, 
Mr. Anderton, if I had but removed here two years ago, 
I should have saved, — ^let me see," — and he began to 
count his fingers, to sum up the number of sixpences ; 
but the idea of such a loss was too horrible to contem- 
plate, and he turned his thoughts to other matters. 
" Lots of room here, Mr. Anderton, for my different 
stores ; — white rags here, this side for coarse rags. I've 
lost many shillings through want of room to separate 
them ; being forced to let white and coloured go all to- 
gether, when there's almost a farthing difference in the 
pound. Then, you see, 1 can also lay my beat iron 
aside from my cast. No, no ; they'll not get the best 
at the worst price any more, Mr. Anderton, as they have 
done. Then the saving of sixpence a week, — a deal 
of money, you know, in the course of a year. I have 
heard of men making fortunes who only began with six- 
pence. Rome was not built in a day, you know. Take 
care of the pennies, and the shillings will take care of 
themselves, is a good saying ; and a better is, that a 
penny saved is a penny earned." 

Jack did not act like the former possessors of the old 
mansion, who left access easy to every urchin that 
could lift up a hand to push the doors down or the win- 
dows open ; but, on the contrary, he repaired the old 
lock, found a key among his old iron that would fit it, 
and having plenty of old nails, he socm made the win- 
dow-shutters secure ; adding, as a reason for all this 
caution, that he dared not trust his bone heap without 
lock and key where there were so many dogs. Betty 
Coles, however, assigned another reason, and said, that 
beneath the patches of divers colours which formed or 
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covered his nether garment, there slumbered a few good 
spade-ace guineas ; that with bar own eyes she had 
peeped through the key-hole, and seen him stitch many 
a one under a certain red patch in his said unmention- 
ables. 

The witty Rabelais somewhere observes, that his 
creditors are his flatterers, claw-backs, saluters, and 
givers of good morrows. Now, Grab had none of 
these ; and, according to the above-named authority, he 
might call in vain for aid or succour from either fire or 
murder, as no one would assist him, — nobody being 
concerned in his burning, his drowning, or his death ; 
he spent next to nothing, and owed nobody a farthing. 
How he continued to live was a mystery, as he never 
even bought a loaf from the baker unless it was sun- 
dried, ropy, or mouldy, and could be purchased for half 
the usual price. If he bought a half-penny worth of 
old milk, he would add to it a quart of water, nay, even 
catch the drops that ran down the side of his porringer, 
when he drank, on the point of his knife, and lick them 
off; wetting his finger also, and picking up every 
crumb of mouldy bread which adhered thereto. He 
has been known to wage war with a mastiff for the 
half-picked bone, and to eat such garbage as the veriest 
beggar would have turned his nose up at. Grab had, 
however, his hobby ; he had long passed the bits of 
cabbage leaves, potato parings, and other things which 
he could not well eat himself, with regret, and oflen 
thought that so much waste as he witnessed in his daily 
perambulations would keep a pig well. He had now 
plenty of room in the ruined house, no rent to pay, and 
he formed the resolution of keeping a pig, and laying 
out a sum of ready money in its purchase ; — such a sum 
as he had never before in all his life expended at once. 
Before entering upon his new speculation, he spent 
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much time in ascertaining the price of pork and bacon ; 
reckoned to a farthing what he should gain by selling 
it out and out to the butcher, or curing it himself, and 
disposing of a ham here and flitch there ; nor did he ever 
dream of putting a morsel to his own lips. Great was 
the astonishment of butcher Crane at these inquiries ; 
at first he thought that Grab intended to buy, but he 
soon discovered that the old miser had no such inten- 
tion. Day after day, and week after week, did he scour 
the country in search of a cheap pig ; hoarding up, in 
the meantime, rubbish enough to feed it for a month. 
Sometimes he would pause before the butcher's shop, 
and, gazing on the huge sides of pork, picture to him- 
self the time when he should have such to offer for 
sale, and inwardly praying that at that period it might 
fetch a great price. He wandered as far as the next 
town every market-day, and was once or twice within 
a shilling of making a bargain ; and one morning he 
saw a fanner purchase a whole litter of pigs saving 
one, and, to the amazement of Grab, it was the largest 
that he left behind. Grab took a close survey of the 
grunter before he ventured to ask the price, and also 
looked narrowly into the face of the man, for he had 
before been threatened with divers klckings for bidding 
so much below the sum named. " What may you be 
asking for that little thin pig ?" inquired he at length. 

" Do yon want to buy ?" said the pig-jobber, in his 
turn eying Jack from head to foot, as if he doubted 
whether such a " thing of shreds and patches *' pos- 
sessed a sum of money sufficient for the purchase. 

" That all depends upon what you may ask," an- 
swered the ever-cautious Grab. "I have had some 
thoughts of keeping one, you see, when I could meet 
with it cheap ; but Fm in no hurry — ^no hurry ; only I 
thought, as it was the last, you might ask very reason- 
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able for it. What is the very lowest you mean to take 
now — at a word ?" '^ 

" Well, then, at a word, twelve shillings," replied the 
pig-jobber ; " and if you understand pigs at all, you 
must know that's yeiy cheap." 

Grab looked at the man, then at the pig, then at the 
ground ; he saw a rusty nail, but did not stoop to pick 
it up ; he could afford to miss a nail for once, for he 
knew that the pig was very cheap ; he had been asked 
eighteen shillings for one much less, and had even bid 
fifteen. " Will he eat well ?" was the next inquiry. 

" Eat !" exclaimed the countryman. " Ay, any man- 
der of thing ; there isn't a pig in the country with a 
better appetite. Bless you ! when he was among the 
other pigs he used to root all the tit-bits into one comer 
of the trough, and have them to himself—he's a deep 

pig" 

'< Is his health good ?" inquired Grab ; " for I reckon 
pigs are somewhat like Christians, liable to a few com* 
plaints nbw and then." 

'* He's n hard as nails," answered the pig-jobber, 
" and never had an hour's illness since he was bom ; 
when all the rest were ill, he was up and eating ; and 
he cut his teeth like winking." 

" Well, then," said Grab, drawing in his breath hea* 
vily, and speaking in a faint tone, " I'll give you ten 
^hillings for him;" and he thrust his hand into his 
pocket, that he might feel the smooth silver once again 
before he parted with it for ever. 

" Too little," said the man. " I'll stand a tankard of 
ale and bread and cheese, but I'll take no less." But 
he did take less, after much bantering ; for he sold his 
pig for eleven shillings, and gave the old miser three 
pence for his share of the refreshment, as he excused 
himself from going to the ale-house for want of time. 
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It is impossible to sketch Grab as he looked when pay- 
ing the money into the broad brown open hand of the 
pig-jobber. First he pulled ont three shillings, and 
laid them down in the form of a triangle, muttering, 
** It's a deal of money to part with at once." Then he 
drew out two more, growling deeper than ever; the 
next time he put his hand in his pocket he fished up 
but one shilling, saying, "That makes six, and the 
pig may die ; — a deal of money — a great risk. I almost 
wish '* 

" Hark you," said the countryman, closing his hand 
on the six shillings, " if you don't pull out the other five 
a little quicker, I shall walk off with both the pig and 
the money ; — so pay the remainder down, then grumble 
as much as you like after ; — a bargain's a bargain." 
The threat had the desired effect; at one desperate 
plunge Grab dragged up three more shillings — ^two more 
rapid dives into his pocket drew forth the remainder — 
and heaving a deep sigh, he paid for the pig. 

Long and many were the contests between Grab and 
his pig before they reached Warton Woodhousei nor 
did he get clear of the market-town without encoun- 
tering many perils, for the pig seemed willing to go any 
road but the right one ; and instead of " larding the lean 
earth," like Falstaff, he showed no more marks of fatigue 
than a piece of parchment which has been blown across 
the road. He soon managed to slip the string, and, 
bolting from Grab, shot between the legs of a little 
lawyer, on whose silk stockings he left the marks 
which he himself had gathered in a gutter But the 
dire disaster was running against a table which was 
covered with bottles of ginger beer, and carrying away 
a leg of it, which had but that morning been indiffe- 
rently spliced with very slender string. The proprietor 
of this rickety establishment, without once pausing to 
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listen to the hiss and fizz, and foam and tumult, among 
bis broken bottles, «et off full speed after Grab and the 
grunter ; deeming, no doubt, that the old adage of one 
bird in the hand being worth two in the bush, might be 
applied to his case of the pig. Away shot the porker 
at more than a pig's speed, and luckily he took the 
yery road which Grab had in vain attempted to drive 
him, plainly showing that, although roads " were as 
plentiful as blackberries, he would take none of them 
upon compubion ;" never did a pig shoot off at such 
speed ! he would have won the St. Leger from all the 
tribe of pork. He had no more fat upon him than a 
dead stick ; he " lay to the earth," to use a sporting 
phrase, like a greyhound ; for, like Coleridge's " An- 
cient Mariner," he was — 

** Long, lank, and browD, 
Ab IB the libb'd sea-sand." 

After the grunter went Grab, and after both the gin- 
ger4>eer man, who, being fat and asthmatical, groaned 
iigain like a railway engine when it is stopped, and 
shoudng, (a word at a time,) " Stop— that — ^pig — stop- 
that— man — they've— rurin-ed — ^me — ^my — ^beer — pig- 
man — stable — bottles^-dam-a-ges." Butcher-boys and 
dogs joined in the chase at full cry ; never had such 
shouting and yelling been heard at that peaceful end of 
the town since the day of election, when, to show their 
independence, they pelted out both the candidates. 
Fortunately fw Grab, a whole herd of swine chanced 
to be befioie hkn, their niMes pointing twenty ways ; 
and as his own pig shot through their bristling ranks 
without a pause, and turned up a narrow lane, he was 
soon lost to his pursuers, and shut out from all eyes 
except Grab's. It need not be wondered at, that, out 
of so large a herd of swine, the ginger-beer man at last 
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(( caught the wrong pig by the ear ;'' for one more nimble 
than the rest shot out from his companions, and was 
followed by both men and dogs until he was captured^ 
when the mistake was found out; but how rectified, 
our story sayeth not. 

After many ins and outs, shoutings and kickings, and 
divers coaxings, and not a few turns at carrying him, 
Jack and his pig at length reached home in safety; 
one comer of the store and sleeping-room was also 
allotted for his new companion, which he intended so 
kindly to nurse up for death : this comer was partitioned 
off with an old door or two, " just to keep him," as he 
himself remarked, " from getting at the bones." .We 
must now suppose the old miser to have lost three or 
four days in making a trough for his pig, to have had 
sundry twitchings of the shoulder in carrying ** swill " 
or dish-washings, and that he had also so far recovered 
the shock of laying out so much money as to have had 
at least two hours' sleep on the previous night ; that he 
had also resumed his old trade of collecting bones and 
rags, and now carried an extra bag, to pick up whatever 
he could for his pig. Farther, we must suppose that, to 
his sorrow. Grab had discovered that the pig possessed 
a terrible appetite ; that what food he had calculated 
upon lasting a month, was all consumed the first week ; 
that even a month had rolled over, and the pig had not 
increased a hairs' breadth in either length or width ; 
that if he grew at all, it was less. 

Poor Grab ! in vain did he clamber into the sty every 
morning, and with a piece of string measure his pig 
round the middle ; he made a knot, but still the mea- 
surement was the same to-day as yesterday ; if he ever 
swelled a finger's breadth after having had a pail of 
slops, the next day he shrunk back to his old familiar 
size. In vain did Grab labour day afler day, rising with 



128 RVRLL SKETCHES. 

the sun, and stooping to pick up food for his ravenous 
pig until the day declined ; bagful after bagful, and 
pailful after pailful, did he empty into the hungry 
monster's trough ; but all was of no use ; the pig had 
long ago done growing. Had he dined with an alder- 
man daily he would never have grown fatter ; he looked 
just as sharp on the back, and gaunt in the belly, and 
long on the legs, as he did on the very day when he 
overthrew the ginger beer, and outstripped both men 
and dogs. Food was of no avail — the more he ate, the 
more he wanted ; there he was — ^ways alike, (except- 
ing just at the few moments spent in eating,) his trough 
empty, and himself rearing up beside the sty, and 
squealing like a very pig. Grab might as well have 
made a hole through the floor, and, by pouring pig's meat 
into the cellar, expected the old house to have grown 
fat. Poor Grab ! he was almost at his wit's end ; he 
wandered about day after day in quest of nothing but 
food for his pig ; he no longer stooped to pick up old 
iron or old rags, he was only on the look-out for some- 
thing to appease the squealing of his ravenous porker ; 
for he declared that he had no peace at home, neither 
dajr nor night, unless his pig was either asleep or eating ; 
nay, that he was often compelled to arise in the night» 
and pour a pail of water into his trough, to keep him 
quiet. Bat, oh ! worst of all, nobody pitied poor old 
Grab : if they inquired how his pig got on, and he told 
them all his misery, they only laughed at him ; even 
the very boys would shout out after him, '* There goes 
Grab with a bagful of dirt for his pig ;" or " Jacky, 
how's pork Bellin|r 7^' At length, however, the old man 
learned to bear their taunts, and went his way without 
either answering their questions or resenting their 
abuse ; he had but one friend who appeared to sympa- 
thize with him, and that was the old farrier. 
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** Well,'' said Jacky, as he met the old horse doctor 
one morning, " it's all of no vse, Mr. Carter ; I stuff 
him and cram him till every bone in my body aches 
with carrying food for him. I've even pinched my own 
belly to fill his, and it's all of no use ; he grows no 
more than a pin. The other day, while I was out, he 
broke loose and ate up aU my little bones, which had 
taken me days and days in gathering, and I do believe 
that if my old iron hadn't been rather too hard for his 
jaws, he'd have eaten it all up, rump and stump. What 
to do with him, I don't know ; I'm a ruined man, Mr. 
Carter ; eleven shillings, all at once, did I lay out ; but 
oh ! what a waste of money ! Then the days that I 
have spent in bringing home food for him ! He eats as 
much at a meal as would serve me for a month." 

*' Very strange !" muttered the old farrier. " Perhaps 
he's got the worms : I'd advise you to give him a little 
worm-cake." 

" Worm-cakes l" echoed Grab ; " they must be as 
large as half-peck loaves for him to feel them. Bless 
you, sir, you've no notion of what he can swallow." 

" Well," resumed the other, " I would sell him." 

" Worse and worse," replied Grab : " but who will 
bay him, think you ? I got our butcher to look at him 
the other day, and he says, ' Jacky,' says he, * he's very 
old.' — * Think so V says L * Very,' says ha ; * I should 
say, by his teeth, at least seven years old.' — ' How would 
he eat V says I. * Like your old shoes,' says he ; * very 
lough indeed.' So you see there's no selling him." 

" Well, then, I would kill him>" said the farrier, " and 
make him into pork pies and sell them ; people, you 
know, never lift up the crust to see what's inside." 

" Won't do," answered Grab ; "Til lay no money out 
on flour for the crusts ; besides, there would be no lard 
I 
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to make them eat short ; no, 111 spend no more money 
upon him, Mr. Carter. Pm a ruined man." 

" Well, well," said the old farrier, somewhat sharply, 
for he had almost exhausted both his reasons and his 
patience, " well, well, kill him^-^nd eat him /onrself." 

" Over expensive," groaned Grab ; '* it would be like 
eating money." 

A few days after his interview with the farrier a great 
ehange took place : the pig would not touch its food ; 
Grab offered it a bread-crust, one that he had reserved 
for his own eating, but it scarcely took any notice — ^it 
gave a faint grunt, and then laid down its head again — 
the pig was dying. Away went the old miser to the 
butcher to get him to kill the pig instantly ; it was night, 
and the butcher had gone to bed ; Jack thundered at 
the door, and the old roan poked out both head and 
night-cap, and inquired, in none of the mildest of tones, 
what was his business. " My pig is dying," said Grab, 
" and I want him killed." 

" Humph !" muttered the butcher ; " never kill dying 
pigs, Mr. Grab ; never deal in keg-meg ; you must go 
to Hawking Georgey ;^ and down went the window. 
Now, Hawking Georgey, be it known, was notorious 
for selling bad meat; was never known to purchase 
anything unless it was very cheap, and paid but little 
regard to the quality ; he kep( no shop, but went hawk- 
ing his trash from cottage to cottage, and selling it just 
for what he could get. To him poor Grab hastened, 
and after a long parley, (for Georgey would not kill the 
pig for less than two shillings,) the old miser promised 
him a shilling and the offals, and away they went 
together. When they reached the old man's dwelling 
they found the pig dead, <* dead as a door nail," to use 
Georgey's expression ; and, although he confessed that 
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be had occasionally dealt in queer cattle, he could not be 
persuaded to show his butcher«craft on that occasion. 

Poor Grab ! such a serious loss—H^oupled with his 
''high expectation," broke his heart, and he never 
looked daton after it, never stooped to pick up either 
rags or old iron «gain ; there was a " lack lustre " in 
his eyes, and when he walked they always seemed 
fixed upon some object in the distance ; everybody saw 
that he was an altered man. About a month after the 
death of his pig. Jack Grab gave up the ghost, and, as a 
wag observed, he caught his death from a surfeit of pig. 
He lies buried in the beautiful little churchyard of War- 
ton Woodhouse, and there was some talk of erecting a 
headstone to his memory, but this has not yet been done. 
The following epitaph was, however, composed for the 
occasion ; and whether it will be used or not, time alone 
must decide : 

** Here liee Jick Grab, who picked op all things Dor nothing p«M*d, 
No marvel then that Death shoald pick him up at list : 
No weighty grief destroyed him, he died all for a pig, 
And would have lived, no doabi, had the object of his grief been big. 
We erect him this small headstone, no larger coold we huild him, 
Tbe object of whose grief was — so very small it kiU*d him. 

"This epitaph was made by me, John Harding, 
stone-mason, Warton Woodhouse." 
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Good heaven ! what ioirows gloomed that parUng daj. 
That called them from their native walks away ; 
When the poor exiles, every pleasure past, 
Hong round the bowers, and fondlj looked their last. 
And took a long farewell, and wished in vain 
For seats like these beyond the western main ; 
And shuddering still to face the distant deep, 
Retomed and wept, and still returned to weep. 

Goldsmith. 

To-NioHT at " dark hour," — ^it is a country phrase ; in 
London, I have heard them say *' between lights," — I 
sat with my feet on the fender, sometimes watching the 
flickering firelight as it cast a smile upon the hearth, 
or turning my gaze occasionally on the heavens to see 
the ** daylight die," or marking the deepening shadows, 
too indolent or too thoughtful to light my candle. To 
me twilight is a solemn hour — I feel sad without know- 
ing why, thoughtful and serious, yet unable to assign 
the reason. Neither dawn, nor darkness, nor moonlight 
can produce this feeling, or throw such a " sober livery " 
over the mind. There is a something about this hour 
that to me appears allied to the close of life, the sunset 
of all our hopes and sorrows : the deepening gray seems 
a fitting light to gather over the " silent city of the dead," 
a meet hour to sit beside the grave of one we have loved, 
and weep our fill. But other thoughts arose in my mind ; 
my fancy had travelled to the home of my childhood, to 
the green and wooded hiUs by which I was bom ; thB 
images of those I had loved glided to and fro along the 
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walls, as the fire shot out its tongue of flame, or sank 
into its sober gilding. In just such a light as that we 
were wont to congregate around each other's hearths, 
and tell strange tales, such as best suited that dreamy 
and unclouded state of life. Even now eveiy face of 
that group is before me, every name is fresh in my 
memory : how different with the real actors themselves 
— that cluster of mingled heads which the glowing fire- 
light gilded ! Where are they^ 

Oh, memory ! I know not whether to call thee a pain- 
M or a pleasant companion; thou bringest as many 
heartaches as smiles, and seemest readier to ofifer what 
we would for ever forget, than that which we would 
cling to with such fond remembrance ! What a num- 
ber of homes, what a variety of scenes, what changes, 
faces, voices, sounds, and sights glide before the ''mind's 
eye," or ring upon the ear of our memory, while we 
sit chasing thought after thought, and conversing to our- 
selves with life and death ! Every remembrance brings 
with it a story ; we cannot call to mind a single indivi- 
dual, and run over the changes which they have under- 
gone, without finding some striking point or other in 
their history. Their lives, their deaths, their marriages, 
their misfortunes, speculations, adventures, all present 
something 

** To point a moral, or adorn a tale.** 

Although these are idle speculations, I cannot re- 
member anyone whom I have known from boyhood, and 
become acquainted with his progress through life up to 
the present time, without finding something that dwelt 
upon the mind, and added another page to that so little- 
read history, " The Life of Man." 

Only a month ago, one of my old play-fellows visited 
me. I had not seen him since our boyish days ; fifteen 
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years had glided by since we last met. I had forgotten 
a thousand little incidents which he remembered. I had 
been a dreamer, wasting my yoath over books when- 
ever I could spare a few hours from labour ; he had 
sailed thousands of miles — had shivered amid the icy 
mountains of Greenland, and been browned beneath the 
burning sun ^f Africa. I had become acquainted with 
what Chaucer and Spencer, Shakspeare and Milton, 
and a thousand others had written ; he had seen the 
Laplander in his own dark land, and mingled with the 
half-thinking savages in their wild scenes— had been 
temptest-tossed, shipwrecked, a wanderer, hungry and 
naked, on a foreign shore. But our thougths had often 
been together ; although mountains and seas divided 
us, he confessed that, in the still or stormy night-watch, 
his mind had wandered back to the home of our child- 
hood, and that when even despair gathered darkly around 
him, he sent many a sigh through the awful gloom to 
those who had mingled with him in his happier days. 
His heart had wandered homeward. 

But it boots not here to sum up how many names we 
ran over, and how many and varied were the answers 
to the questions I put about those whom I had well 
known ;— their histories were soon told. Some were 
drowned or killed by accident, others had died at home; 
some were married, some had become rich; others 
were wanderers and beggars, had gone abroad, and 
never been heard of since. So we ran through the 
volume 

** Of this itrange, eventful historj ;** 

youth and beauty, old age and suffering, passed before 
us like the procession in a dream : we went fmn vil« 
lage to village, from hearth to hearth ; saw who were 
gone, and who remained ; some wese richer, others 
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poorer, many just struggling with the same difficulties 
which they had to encounter fiAeen years ago ; but they 
had all their tale to tell. To-night my memory wander- 
ed, I know not why, to one of those past scenes, and 
recalled one of those simple Stories which wo hear 
almost every day, and seldom dwell upon after. 

Twenty years ago, not a lovelier girl brought her 
butter and eggs to Gainsborough market than Isabella 
Howe ; her name rang far and wide over that part of 
the country ; almost every one knew — " Bonny Bell." 
Her father was a farmer, well-to-do in the world, and 
never allowed his *< blue-eyed Bell," as he familiarly 
called her, to be behindhand with the best of her 
neighbdurs in appearance. The dress of the period, 
for the more respectable daughters of the farmers, was 
then a long riding-habit and hat, and but few figures 
alighted at the Black's Head equal in form and beauty 
to Isabella. Even the new-booted squire, if he chanced 
to be passing, wovld push the rude hostler aside and 
assist the rural beauty to dismount, holding one of her 
sweet smiles as a rich guerdon for such service. Right 
proud was old Farmer Howe and his wife of their 
lovely daughter. Even the independent lady, who in 
Lincolnshire is not yet too proud to make her own mar- 
kets, accompanied by her servant, would buy her butter 
of the rustic beauty without first tasting it ; ^' as sweet 
as violets," was the phrase they used when speaking of 
the buttter made by Bonny Bell. The dandy draper 
confounded his colours and prices before her, and forgot 
his measurement, while intent upoh making himself 
' amiable" in her eyes. Even the "bettermost sort" 
of the young farmers, when they saw her gray palfrey 
brought out for her to return, would gulp down their 
wine, and call out " hostler " in a breath, for dearly they 
loved to ride a mile or two homeward beside Bonny Bell. 
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Never had a rustic beauty more homage paid to her 
than Isabella Howe ; the gallant fox-hunter would steal 
over the home-fields from the chase, and, with the 
pretext of tasting Dame Howe's home-brewed, chat an 
hour away with the lovely maiden. On a Sunday she 
was besieged with suitors, who, under colour of talking 
over crops and weather with the old farmer, contrived 
to walk beside him from the church to their own home- 
field, that they might now and then exchange a word 
with* his fair daughter ; the dashing butcher would also 
ride over in his best suit, — ^for who could refuse buy- 
ing the fat lambs which had been reared under her 
eye ? Nor would the well-dressed young gn>cer per- 
mit the goods to be sent home by the carrier's cart. 
^* Oh ! Miss Howe, it will be no trouble for me to 
ride over with them ; besides, I have to call at a place 
or two," was the answer. No, he t^ould not await the 
return of market-day without seeing Bonny Bell. 

Great was the gossip in Warton Woodhouse among 
the old and young women on the number of wooers 
who so frequently visited the Wood-Grange ; match 
after match was prophesied — 

** Another and another still succeeded — " 

and still it was uncertain who would bear away the 
bell. Meantime the pretty maiden continued to laugh 
with the gayest, and to all appearance gave no one the 
preference, but seemed alike kind to all, diffusing hope 
unintentionally, and scattering smiles on all comers, 
without once thinking how many hearts beat beneath 
them. 

Among the wooers was a butcher, a bluff, broad-fea- 
tured, devil-may-care kind of fellow, who never vroM 
deign, to ride a horse unless it had been the means of 
breaking two or three necks, and had been given up 
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by every one besides himself as unmaDageable. He 
would not give a straw to visit either fair or wake 
unless he could muster two or three fights ; he was 
always the first to pick a quarrel : wrestling, cock- 
fighting, and badger-baiting were his delight ; in a word, 
he was the ringleader of every rustic merriment or 
uproar. How he crept into the favour of Bonny Bell 
was a marvel to every one, and to none more than old 
Deborah Day. '* Yonder goes mad Butcher Heron," 
the old woman would exclaim to her gossip, as' she 
uplifted her eyes from her knitting, just to catch a 
glance of his blue frock laps, which flew out behind, 
while he clattered by at full gallop. " What her 
father and mother can be thinking on to harbour such 
a harum-skarum rack-a-pelt, I can't for a moment ima- 
gine, while there are so many respectable, and peace- 
able, and well-to-do-in-the-world sort of young men as 
there are coming to see Bell. What a gentlemanly* 
looking and well-behaved young fellow is John Fowler 
the draper, and what a good trade he has to boot! 
Why, a wife of his would have a life like a lady, and 
wear the very best that ever came down in Pickford's 
wagons from Lunnun. But to think for a minute of 
having such a swearing, drunken, fighting, mad-brained 
chap as Butcher Heron! Marry! if she were my 
bairn, big as she is, I would lock her up in her cham- 
ber fer a month first, and feed her on naught but bread 
and milk. Look at his nasty dirty shop — ^he never has 
anything fit to be seen in it ; sometimes a sheep's 
head and pluck are hanging at the door, or a beast's 
cheek, happen, fairly black and dried again in the sun. 
For my part, I wouldn't have him if there wasn't an- 
other man in the world ; no, not if every hair of his 
head was hung with diamonds." 

However, in spite of all Deborah said, the butcher 
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won the day ; he carried her off in the face of all op- 
position : and she took poaaeasion of the shop, and drew 
more cnstom to it than any other butcher had within 
ten miles of the neighbourhood. " Oh ! who could cut 
off a steak or a chop like Bonny Bell?" there was always 
such a sweet smile accompan3ring all she did, that you 
could not for the world haggle about the odd ounce, or 
beg off the odd halfpenny. "What a fine show of meat 
had Butcher Heron then, how clean his ahop was kept, 
how bright the scales, and the chopping-block and the 
shelves how white they were scoured ! What it was 
to have a woman, and where was there such another 
woman as Mrs. Heron?" So said the gossips, and 
things went on comfortable and flourishing. John Heron 
attended more to his business, and less to his pleasures ; 
wore top-boots, drove over to his wife's father's on a 
Sunday in the light cart, and cracked his whip proudly 
as he cast a look of tenderness at his handsome wife, 
and one of triumph on her old suitors whenever he 
chanced to pass them. So matters went on until after 
the birth of a daughter, when the husband began by 
degreea to return to his old habits. It was, however, 
a long time before a change took place in their circum- 
stances, for Bonny Bell was a good manager; she 
bought in stock, and many of the old fanners, who had 
known her from a child, used to drop in when they had 
a prime calf to dispose of, or a fat lamb or two that they 
intended to get " shut of." So she managed to keep 
matters afloat long after her husband had ceased to care 
about an3rthing more than having money to spend, and 
the full liberty of following his brutal amusements. 

For fl?e or six years did Bonny Bell and her appren- 
tice carry on business, although every spring brought 
an increase of family, and managed to find the reprobate 
husband with spending-money, and to keep out of debt, 
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al least so far as to pay the farmers and graziers on a mar- 
ket-day for what cattle they had purchased in the week. 
So he might have drunk and roystered, and scoured the 
country, and never have been missed ; but at last he 
took to cards, was to be seen from morning to night in 
the half-lighted parlour of the Sot's-hole with three or 
four others— equally lazy and drunken as himself. Bon- 
ny Bell furnished him with money while she had it ; 
sometimes she pleaded with him, and when he had 
gone, retired to her chamber and gave vent to her feel- 
ings in a flood of tears. I shall not trace him down- 
ward until he became a very scamp, and his name a 
reproach : I love not to depict such misery. One strange 
trait, however, broke out in his character, for the lower 
he sunk, the more did he become attached to his chil- 
dren. He made several attempts to recover himself, 
but it was too late ; his old companions waylaid him, 
and, when he had drunk two or three glasses, all his 
good resolutions vanished ; he felt that he had been a 
villian to his family, and he could not forgive himself; 
he drank to bury his cares, and made every sacrifice to 
obtain liquor. His fall would make half a dozen inte- 
resting chapters, but mine is only a slight sketch, and 
I must not venture farther. 

Matters gradually grew worse, — the flesh-hooks hung 
bare and rusted, and but seldom bore a joint ; the neigh- 
bours refrained from putting the old question, *' When 
do you kill ?" Sometimes, however, a farmer would 
trust him for a sheep or two, more for the love they bore 
bis wife than on his own account ; and it too often hap- 
pened that the baker must have a few shillings, and the 
grocer had stopped the supplies, so that, when pay-day 
came, most of the money had gone, as they say in the 
country, <<just to keep life and soul together." But 
Bell remained honest ; the sheep's heads and plucks 
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were no longer sold, all the inferior parte being cooked 
for her own family ; and when these were not to be had, 
they went without meat. In vain would the heart break- 
ing mother slice up some skinny bit of meat which no 
one would buy, and fill the large saucepan with potatoes 
and an onion or two to make a stew, — ^all would not do ; 
her husband continued to frequent the public-house, 
and things grew worse. Still he kept up s love for 
his family, and would often come home-hatf stupified with 
drinking, and taking a child on each knee, fondle them 
in his arms, until the tears stole down his cheeks, and 
he fell asleep. I have known several who have been 
subject to this lethargic misery. It is a kind interpo- 
sition of Nature, as if she, like a tender parent, took 
us to her bosom, and threw over us the soothing slum- 
borings, the transient peace, which could nowhere 
else be found. All such as I have known were those 
who felt the most acutely, who underwent more mental 
agony in one hour than another could feel in an age, 
and were soonest cheered by the least glimpse of 
hope. Children often sob themselves to sleep ; after 
crying, their little energies are worn away, their fretful- 
ness is wasted, they cannot brood over their imagined 
miseries ; the envied toy may sooth them, but refuse 
them it, and their grief knows no bounds but sleep. 
How much more, then, is felt by the man who site brood- 
ing over his wrongs — who has no hope to cheer him, 
nothing to alleviate his misery ! The mariner who is 
shipwrecked, and has floated upon some spar to a deso- 
late rock — who has nothing but wind and wave around 
him, and a black hopeless sky above his head, makes 
up his mind for death ; he sees the growing tide steal- 
ing his resting-place from him inch by inch, and knows 
that in another hour or two the rough waters will be 
surging above his head, and he will be no more. But 
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John Heron felt moise than this ; those little beings who 
looked op to him for support were dear to him; he 
would have struck the very knife to his own heart with 
which he had let out the life-blood of a sheep, had he 
not felt around that heart, fallen as it was, his wife and 
children were entwined, and crushing it with the yeiy 
weight of love. 

Her parents had almost brought themselves to beggary 
in assisting the family ; the old man brought over a 
little butter and cheese, and now then a sack of potatoes 
or a little bacon, until it was beyond his power to ren« 
der them any farther aid. He also passed his word for 
several head of cattle, and had them all to pay for ; in 
short, he was compelled to leave his farm, and, in the 
end, became dependant on the parish. This was a 
heavy blow to poor Bell ; she never *' looked up " after ; 
the wound rankled in her heart — ^it weighed heavier 
upon her feelings than all the poverty she had under* 
gone ; everybody pitied her, and many a poor neighbour 
gave her children " a meal's meat," for they were really 
sorry for her. 

In a little country-place a person's circumstances are 
soon discovered ; in London 3rou may be dead and 
buried before your next-door neighbour knows of it. 
The grocer soon misses his weekly customer, the baker 
discovers a falling off in his accounts, and when neigh- 
hour Smith inquires after neighbour Jobson, these wor* 
thies shake their heads, and *^ fear that things are not 
going on as they should do, — what is so much tea and 
sugar, etc., among so many! — there must be short 
rations." On the other hand, if any neighbour has got a 
new dress, or a new article of furniture, they are all out 
to see it, meet in little knots, and argue its value, and 
say something for or against the parties, according to 
the terms they then chance to stand upon. But, in spite 



BONNT BELL. 143 

of all the8« tilings, they are alwayB ready to assist each 
other, often even beyond their power. If a neighbour 
is ill and cannot work, they will club their few pence 
together at the end of the week, and take it in ; he or 
she, when they recover, being ready to make the same 
retam to their neighbour in distress. Bonny Bell, in 
her better days, had been foremost in these matters ; the 
sixpence of her neighbours was often met on her part 
with half a crown, and sometimes enough meat for the 
Sunday dinner of those in distress : her hand was as 
open as her heart, and for her means, her generosity 
might have put to shame that of a king's ; thus, when 
she became poor, she was often assisted in return. 

But this could not last long ; those who scarcely re* 
turned a tenth part of what she had given them in the 
days of her prosperity, accompanied the beggarly dole 
with their advice, such as, " Really, Mrs. Heron, this 
man of yours leads a strange life ; and, unless he alters 
for the better, I don't know whatever's to become of you 
all, excepting the workhouse. If I was you, I would 
be separated from him. He is only a good-for-nothing 
drunken scamp, — why should you care the toss up of a 
bad farthing for him ?" Bell only answered, *' He is 
my husband, — these are his children." 

But to return to the unfortunate husband. Drink was 
not to be had without money ; and as that could no longer 
be obtained honestly, he turned poacher. While a man 
tak«8 a hare or two for his own use, it is not much 
thought of in the country, it is rarely looked upon (except 
in the strict eye of the law) as a crime ; a man would 
never be thought dishonest for such an act, especially if 
he had caught it upon some heath or common, or any 
other place, without actually entering a preserve for the 
purpose. When, however, a man begins to make a 
" trade of it," the case is altered ; he is looked upon 
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suspiciously, people shake their heads, and say he is 
" taking to bad ways — ^he is a lost man." 

Poverty has made many a good man a poacher ; per- 
haps when he has applied to the overseer for relief, he 
has been treated harshly ; the words uttered have sunk 
like molten lead into his heart ; he becomes sullen and 
desperate, grows careless of men's opinions, and is 
determined to supply the wants of his family either by 
" hook or by crook." He feels that his hitherto good 
character will not even bring him in a loaf of bread ; he 
sees others who live in idleness, and are callous as to 
what men may think of them, yet they know no want ; 
he imbibes their bad principles ; he has lost all com« 
mand over himself, and joins these land smugglers, — 
these unyielding pirates of the woods and parks, — who 
have vowed to shed their blood rather than suffer them- 
selves to be captured. True, this was not the case with 
John Heron, but I could name more than one who have 
fallen from their " high estate" through the harsh treat- 
ment of those above them, when a kind word or two 
might have preserved them from all their misery. 

Nothing, perhaps, can be more just than the trial by 
jury ; but be it remembered that in the agricultural dis- 
tricts these juries consist of the farmers and the country 
gentry, whose interests compel them to be severe upon 
trespassers and other offenders brought before them. 
They too often look at the crime itself committed, with- 
out paying a due regard to the previous character of the 
individual before them. He is a poacher, and that is 
sufficient to call down their punishment; — ^he pleads 
guilty, and the business is soon hurried through. When 
a greater crime is brought before them, they neglect to 
trace its progress, all motives are forgotten, all causes 
are piit aside, circumstances are thrown out of the scal6 
altogether. The man has been goaded on to madness 
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by a thousand things which have made against him ; he 
had no comforter, no friend, no adviser ; his rich neigh« 
hours looked coldly upon him, and he at length became 
reckless ; he found that honesty met with no encou« 
ragement, and that knavery, although never respected, 
was sometimes feared. Such men as I speak of have 
seldom known human kindness: no spirit like the 
philanthropic Howard's has whispered comfort to their 
bosoms. They are as much slaves as the Saxon serfs 
were under the Norman conquerors — they are all but 
chained to the glebe. One noble fellow I knew, whose 
career I could trace until it set in darkness ; he was 
shunned by his neighbours, and hated for his honest 
independence. Yet that man had a right heart within 
him, and was full of human kindness ; but his cruel task- 
masters turned his gentle blood to gall ; they drove him 
to desperation, and his end was death. 

But this is a digression, and one that I wish I had 
never had cause to make ; ere long I shall " say my 
say " on this matter. But to return. 

In the case of John Heron, poaching led to greater 
evils ; nor was anybody surprised at its results — his 
whole life seemed to point to such a termination ; he fell 
from no great height — no one was surprised. The 
matter was winked at by the gamekeepers, as it has 
been thousands of times, while they have partaken of 
the booty. But hares were not in those days fit things 
to hang in a butcher's shop, and by the aid of his com* 
panions they took to sheep-stealing. I might here 
again paint all the anguish of Bonny Bell's mind, her 
suspicions, her pleadings, and her interrogations ; the 
latter of which were parried by some glozed tale or 
other, which the poor, broken-hearted creature was com- 
pelled to hear, if not believe. However, as I am but 
writing sketches, I shall not enter into the dramatic part 
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of the Story. He was at last detected, tried, and trans- 
ported for life, and his wife and cihildren were thrown 
upon the parish : how she hore this will be more readi- 
ly imagined than told ; — ^words cannot well depict what 
is felt ; tears she shed in abundance, till it «oemed as 
if the fountain was exhausted ; then she became meody 
and silent, and, after a while, submitted «a her hl/e 
without a murmur. 

The torrent of grief that before tore through her bosom 
in sobs and tears, had subsided; it flowed along its 
course more silently, for it had worn a deeper channel 
thiough the heart. So rolls the stream down a hill, 
rushing with a loud noise along its narrow and shallow 
bed, but becoming more silent as it joins the water- 
course in the valley, and glides away, sullen, and deep, 
and almost soundless. 

Time rolled on, and her husband became an altered 
man ; amid his solitude and exile he reflected on his 
past deeds, and would haye foregone every comfort if he 
could but have had his days to come over again. His 
new master was a kind-hearted man, and soon discover- 
ed that his repentance was sincere ; and as he was aware 
of his convict's good judgment in cattle, he promoted 
him to the situation of head shepherd, and furnished 
him with a sum of money to bring over his wife and 
family. Poor Bell ! this was all she desired ; she had 
long been ashamed to lift up her head, for she felt that 
her husband's disgrace clung to herself and children, 
and she made speedy preparations for her departure. 
It was the last summer's day that she should ever pass 
in her native country ; all things were in readiness for 
her long journey, which was to commence early on the 
next morning, and she felt a yearning to visit the home 
of her childhood for the last time. She left her children 
to the care of a neighbour, and set out alone ; her father 
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and mother had long heen dead ; the fann-house had 
falleD into other hands ; the trees which she had planted 
and tended, then belonged to the stranger. The old 
garllen-hedge, in which so many birds were wont to 
hnSUk their nests, was demolished, and in its place 
stretched a pointed and wooden fence, that completely 
altered the features of the scene. The summer-arbour, 
which she had wreathed so fantastically with ify and 
woodbine, was also destroyed, and an unsightly-looking 
hut erected on the spot; while under the parlour-window, 
where her long row of bee-hives had stood, there grew 
a few heads of sickly cabbage. All was changed : the 
picturesque thatch, overgrown with beautiful creepers, 
and furnishing a home for so many birds, had been re- 
moved, and the sloping beams of a summer sunset fell 
upon a glaring roof of red tiles. She saw nothing 
around her once-beloved home to covet — ^her native land 
had lost all its charms to her. She returned, and seem- 
ed to chide the hours because they delayed her depar- 
ture so long. With the morning light she arose, and as 
the vessel which was to convey her to the sea-port from 
whence she embarked for a foreign shore, was l3ring at 
anchor a mile up the river, she went the short distance 
on foot with her children ; perchance, 

'*' Some mtural tears they dropped, bot wiped them toon ; 
The world was all before thorn, where to choose 
Their place of rest, ami Providetice their guide, 
They, hand in hand, with wandering steps and slow, 
Through Eden took their sohtary way." 
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, THE COUNTRY FAIR. 

A Wake ! the booths whitening the village green. 
Where Punch and Scanmonch aloft are seen ; 
Sign beyond sign, in cloee array nnfurled, 
Picturing at large the wonders of the world ; 
And far and wide over the vicar's pale, 
Black hoods and scarlet crossing hill and dale ; 
All, all abroad, and music in the gale. 

Rogbb's Hunum Life, 

Right glad was I in former days when the time for 
holding Wharton feast arrived ; for as it usually took 
place about the same period when two large fairs were 
held in the neighbourhood, there was no lack of those 
agreeable vagabonds called ''showmen;" for they 
generally so contrived matters as to stay a day or two 
at the feast I love a country fair or feast, it seems to 
put mankind so much upon a level ; there the squire 
and his daughter are likely to be jostled by their own 
footman, especially in our primitive villages, where 
you see the parson and the pedagogue pushing between 
the ploughman and the pauper, where the maid edges 
the mistress, and for once, all are privileged to laugh 
alike at the same exhibition. Then with what venera- 
tion did we gaze upon those heroic figures who trod 
with^martial step along the stage, folding their arms 
and looking unutterable things upon us poor bumpkins 
whose heads were imbedded together below ! Oh ! 
what terrible men they looked! and if one of them 
deigned to speak to us, how highly were we honoured. 
Marvellous were those dresses in our eyes, for then all 
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was gold that glittered ; and we saw only kings and 
warriors before lu ; men whom slaves obeyed, and at 
whose bidding whole legions rushed to battle. Then 
those queens and royal maidens, they to whom the 
great kings and valiant warriors bowed, and spoke 
such language as we deemed ** was fit utterance 
for the gods !" Oh ! how we marvelled at their sur- 
passing loveliness, at the pure red and white of their 
most beautiful countenances. They looked more lovely 
than nature — so like those fine pictures outside, we felt 
that if we were princes and warriors we could kneel at 
the same fair feet, and resign our swords and sceptres 
without regret. Alas for the wayward heart! the 
charms of Molly and Dolly were forgotten ; queens 
moved before us in our sleep, and spangled trains 
trailed over onr slumber ; for a day at least we seemed 
to live among the gods. Then how awful was that 
ghost in "real armour!*' how unearthly his counte- 
nance, how real the thunder and lightning! What 
screams did the rustic maidens give when Don Ray- 
mond Realto was stabbed ! Oh ! those were glorious 
days — ^we saw and we believed. Alas ! we had never 
then witnessed Hamlet putting a patch on his own 
coat, nor seen fair Ophelia stitch a pair of thrice-darned 
silk feet to worsted leggings ; we knew not then that 
those purely white petticoats which showed the rich 
pink beneatib were made of the same material as the 
old cobbler's window-curtains, and cost but twopence per 
yard. We believed that the bumpers they drank were 
of real wine ; that they slept in crimson tents ; nor 
could we scarce believe our eyes when we first saw 
the Queen of Denmark turn out from a tailor's where 
she and her royal husband lodged, and in a vile earthen 
jug fetch a halfpenny worth of smaU beer ! 

But, oh ! what were these things compared to the 
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meny gronps and langhiDg faces which were constantly 
passing through the village streets ! What gaudy print- 
ed gowns the rustic maidens wore ; such patterns of 
flowers as mother earth never produced ; large roses of 
four or five colours mingled with sea-shells, and blue 
and yellow leaves all springing from one stem, and Ihaf 
not unlike the tail of a kite ! Then how harmoniously 
their various*coloured shawls blended with the deep 
scarlet cloaks of the elderly personages, and the sober 
msset tints of the old farmer, ail varied and dotted when 
examined minutely ; yet, as a whole, producing a beauty 
and a breadth, and a keeping, like some rich picture. 
The faces of the maidens, too, seemed to resemble their 
own flower-gardens ; there was the snow-drop so deli- 
cate and retiring, the primrose looking boldly up in its 
innocence, the daisy only plain because it grows so 
commonly, the rose-bud red and beautiful ; and so might 
the fancy go on imagining and tracing in each face a 
resemblance to someflower. Then there were the rural 
swains, fine healthy-looking fellows, with faces over* 
flowing with good nature, and minds made up for rustic 
enjoyment. There they stood with their rough hats on, 
the down rubbed puiposely the wrong way, to show 
how much beaver there was on, while the band or riband 
hung down nearly a quarter of a yard. The red and 
yellow silk neckerchief (bought for real India of some 
wandering vagabond, who swore they were smuggled) 
was knowingly knotted by the rustic dandy ; both cor- 
ners being left loose to play with the winds, and keep 
an incessant fluttering upon his cheeks. Their coats 
were also made with plenty of room to grow in ; some 
long and reaching down to the calf, and fitting like a 
stocking on the leg of a chicken ; and at the knees of 
their corduroys hung a length of untied ribands, while 
above drooped a quarter of a yard of the same material 
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of a glaring red, to which were appended two large brats 
seals and a copper key, sll of which had been purchased 
of some wandering Jew as sterling gold. Some also 
held the hooks of the sticks in their mouths, and kept 
exclaiming, " By gum, Jack, didst see how fine Molly 
was r 

But the great charm of these feasts is the meeting of 
absent friends — mothers and daughters, fathers and sons, 
and all the line of kirth and kin on these occasions. 
You see a fine strapping young girl walking briskly 
along some winding footpath ^ she looks around her 
and smiles ; she has been in service perhaps a year or 
two, and for the first time during that period she again 
treads on her old play-ground. An aged woman in 
spectacles is looking out anxiously from a low doorway 
— ^twenty to one it is overgrown with woodbine or ivy ; 
she observes the figure approaching, and says to some 
other old woman who has been her gossip for above 
forty years, " Yon's my Mary." " I think it's a hand 
too tall for her," replies the gossip. " No," says the 
anxious mother, pausing and looking more narrowly, "it 
is ! it's my own dear bairn !" and away she runs with 
open arms, and is met at full speed by Mary, who throws 
down her little bundle on the grass, and they are locked 
in each other's arms, while such heart-utteted words as, 
" Oh, my blessed bairn, how happy I am to see thee ! 
I've done naught but think about thee all night ; I've 
hardling had a wink of sleep." ^' My dear old mother,^ 
is whispered with a fervent embrace, and a tear of joy 
steals down their cheeks in testimony of their affection. 

The meeting of father and son is equally joyous, but 
the current of feeling is kept more subdued ; a deep 
manliness is displayed on each side, and the firm shake 
of the hand again and again repeated, and the " Welcome 
to the feast, my lad John ; I'm heartily pleased to see 
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thee, my lad ;** — " And rm glad you are looking so well, 
fathei ;" these are all faint imbodiments of what they 
feel ; but they will before night grow warm over the 
ale-cup, and many a thought will then find utterance, and 
show how noble and warm a heart oAen beats under the 
rude garb of the peasant. 

But we must away into the fair, and here we are amid 
the squealing of trumpets and the bellowing of voices. 
See where the pedlar is displaying his ribands on the 
ground ; no stall, nothing has he but the coarse wrapper 
in which he carries his stock. Here comes a jolly 
farmer's lad, half drunk with his arm round Betty's 
waist : we guessed aright — he means to purchase hes 
a riband. 

" I say, measter, what may yah b€ axing a yard for 
that gress-green riband ?" 

** Twopence," answers the pedlar. 

" Come, then," continues the swain, " and slash my 
Bet a brace of yards off." Then looking drunkenly 
amorously at her, he adds, " Ah, my lass ! I do luv you 
some ; I luv you better than I do old Ball, and a harder 
working little horse was never put between a pair of 
shafts. Now if there's any other coloured riband thou 
would like more than that gress-green, say it at once, 
an' thou shall hae it, whether it be real red, sky-bliile, 
or plum-colour ; thou'rt as welcome as flowers in May 
to aught I hae," continued he, pulling out a little yellow 
bag and shaking the silver which it contained. 

" Put up thy money, Johnny," said his fair partner, 
*< and don't be such a fool as to put thysen to such spense 
(expense) on my account." 

In they bundled to the old public-house, and you hear 
John shout out to the landlady, *' Mrs. Warde, let us 
hae (have) threepenneth of hot gin and watter, and a 
lamp of sewgar in it." 
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The hot gin and water is brought by the red-haired 
hostler, who is metamorphosed into a waiter at fair^time, 
and wears a white apron. ** I say, Sammy," shouted 
John, eying his gin and water, " why the dickens didn't 
thou bring me a sewgar bruster to mash my lump wi* ?" 
Sammy returned with a broken pewter table-spoon, for 
all the sugar bruisers were in use. 

On we wended to where a gathered crowd stood with 
mouths agape before the most wretched-looking esta- 
blishment we had erer witnessed at our feast. On a 
stage, which was ascended by a broken ladder, (which, 
on general occasions, led to mine hostess's hay-loft,) 
stood a tall, dark, gipsy-looking woman, vociferating, 
'* Walk up ! walk up ! only one penny, to see the king 
conjurors ! We will forfeit a thousand pounds if such 
another exhibition is to be found in England ; — walk 
up ! the company are about to begin — the apparatus is 
now ready." This said apparatus consisted of a table, 
a pack of cards, a board to tumble on, and a few cups 
and balls ; all, except the cups and balls, being the pro- 
perty of mine hostess ; even the covering of the esta- 
blishment was a large wagon tilt, which farmer Jobson 
had generously lent them. A one-eyed fiddler, a stray 
bird from Bos well's gang, (who were in the parlour.) stood 
scraping away in the background, and rolling his odd 
eye, not by any perceptible regulation, but, like a comet, 
it seemed to move in an eccentric orbit, or, as one of the 
rustics expressed it, " looking nine ways at once," and 
seemed quite capable of glancing round a comer. The 
" king of all the conjurors " could not weigh much less 
than sixteen stone ; and his department outside was to 
jump, dance, and now and then, by way of resting him- 
self, to clash a brace of cracked cymbals together, almost 
large enough for copper lids, which he did until the per- 
spiration ran from his brow in torrents ; then he wiped 
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his forehead on a jacket sleeve, which in the earlier 
part of the day had been white. He had also shown 
his skill in stuffing his mouth with burning flax, and 
emitting, as from a furnace, sparks of fire. A blazing 
grease*pot stood on the front of the stage, at which the 
flax had been ignited. The fiddler scraped and squinted 
away in the background, his ragged elbow keeping time 
to the roll of his odd eye ; the tall dark woman shouted 
to the highest pitch of her voice, and quickly raised her 
one thousand poands to ten. Even the conjuror seemed 
to have caught a new spirit ; and, for so fat a man, vault- 
ed to an extraordinary height, until the very boards bent 
again beneaih him, and the whole stage shook like a 
young poplar in a breeze. The fiddler rolled his eye 
with increasing rapidity, as if there had been a race 
between his eye and his elbow ; the tall woman's tongue 
also joined in the chase, and went as fast as a lawyer's, 
while the cymbals clashed, and the conjuror jumped 
with more vigour than ever. 

** The mirth and glee grew fast and fnriooa," 

when all at once a loud crash was heard, and down 
came the entire establishment. The conjuror alone 
escaped, but even he leaped out of the frying-pan into 
the fire, for just as the stage was receding from beneath 
him, he made one of his boldest bounds, and leaped 
amid the gaping crowd, exclaiming as he flew, " Ob, 
crackee ! what a go !" And so it was when he alight- 
ed, for his enormous bulk prostrated five or six pea- 
sants, who, not relishing such an unceremonious 
knocking down, began to pummel the poor showman 
right and left ; and he, instead of resenting this un- 
called-for treatment, made the best of his way through 
the crowd, his agility being stimulated by the kicks 
and cuflls he received by the way. However, instead 
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of deploring his miafortunes, be very philosophically 
rushed into the public-house, and called for a ** go of 
gin and a pipe of tobacco." The poor fiddler was the 
most unfortunate, for he fell amid the thickest of the 
wreck, with his elbow in the blazing grease-pot, and 
his fiddle was smashed to atoms by the fall. When 
he was rescued from the ruins, he stood still for a mo- 
ment, and opened his odd eye upon the desolation with 
a peculiar pathos ; then glancing downward, he heaved 
a deep sigh as he squinted at his fiddle, shook his 
head, and exclaimed, " What a go's here !" he shrugged 
his shoulders as he rubbed his elbow^ and then went to 
join the conjuror. The woman (who doubtless held all 
the money they had taken) was never seen again. 

While wandering along by the skirts of the crowd, 
you espy some little man in the rear of a group of tall 
fellows, who ever and anon attempts to bob his head 
between their elbows, to catch a glance of what is 
going forward, but all in vain. He hears the meny 
laughter ringing out both near and afar off ; he stretches 
his neck, strains his little legs until the sinews crack 
again, and jumps up and down like a dancing dog; 
but all is useless, for unless he is fortunate enough to 
procure three or four bricks, or the tall fellows make 
room for him, all his share of the fun will only be to 
hear the aggravating laughter. 

Then there was the " lucky bag," held by a grim- 
looking fellow, whose very looks would have hanged 
him before any discriminating jury ; or perchance it 
was a tall woman, wearing a man's great-coat and 
heavy laced boots ; she had also a velvet bonnet, one 
which had once been black, but was then as many 
colours as the coping-stone of a castle-wall, green and 
gray, mottled and weather-beaten — with the melan- 
choly adornment of a faded feather. Then she would 
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andearour to seduce us by sweet promises, not that 
they came forth with ''honeyed utterance," for her 
Yoice was strong and deep as the roar of the ocean, as 
she exclaimed, (shaking up the mysterious .little bits of 
paper,) Come, try your luck, my pretty little darlings, 
— ^all prizes and no blanks — ^here's the shop to make 
your fortune at once, and all for the risking of a 
penny ; and should you not like the prize, by putting 
it back, you can try your luck again." Then we used 
to lay our little heads together, and wonder if prizes for 
all the things which were displayed on that stall were 
in the "lucky bag." Then some little urchin, who 
had been hovering round all day, would blithely tell us 
hol¥ he had seen a tall man in a velvet coat, with a 
black eye, a pipe in his hat, and a bull-dog at his heels, 
and how the said gentleman came up and paid his 
penny and diped his hand in the lucky bag. How, 
strange to tell, the first time he put in he won that 
rosewood work-box, (the only one on the stall,) and, 
which seemed more marvellous, how the woman gave 
him five shillings to leave it behind, and thanked him 
kindly for so doing, declaring also to the crowd around 
her, that should any other gentleman or lady win it, 
she would give them the choice between that or five 
shillings, and that — wonderful to relate — although up- 
ward of thirty had tried their luck, and one persever- 
ing fellow had spent half a crown, no one had gained a 
higher prize than a penny trumpet. Then we would 
try our fortune, big with hope, that the rosewood work- 
box would be ours ; and the deep-voiced woman 
made our hearts quake as she ran her eye over the 
ticket, and exclaimed aloud, " A row of pins for the 
gentleman to pin up his sweetheart's gown in rainy 
weather ;" or, perhaps, '' A whistle for the young gen- 
tleman to call out bis sweetheart on a moonlight night ;" 
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or, haply, *^ k stay-lace for the young man, that he may 
make a present to his sweetheart when he goes a court- 
ing f then we went sneaking off amid the laughter of 
the bystanders, with head half averted, casting many a 
longing look on the rosewood work-box. We passed 
the white cocks and black oookd, and disregarded the 
cry of the old veteran, who, with a husky voice, ex- 
claimed, *' Here they are and no gammon ; you have 
only to turn a time or two on this table to get rich — 
black against white, and white against black — come 
here, if you want to fill your pockets with money." 
We pricked once or twice in the garter, and, although 
the man was kind enough to let us see him roll it up, 
and even once smiled when we said we knew we had 
pricked in the loop, yet, somehow or other, we always 
managed to lose. We fared no better among the 
thimble-rig gentry, although one of them gave us the 
wink to bet that the pea was under the thimble nearest 
him, and even when we had lost our sixpence, said, 
"Never mind — ^^ faint heart never won fair lady;' better 
luck next time." 

Then we had a " shy ** at the snuff-boxes and knives, 
which were planted on the tops of tall sticks, and 
although they looked as if a gust of wind would blow 
them down, yet, by some sad mischance, the prizes 
always fell into the holes ; and the old sailor, who had 
two wooden legs, went stumping about in triumph, and 
rolling the large quid in his cheek, while he exclaimed, 
" Miss my pins and hit my shins, and try your luck 
again," and out of sheer revenge werehyed the last stick 
at his " timber-toes," whereat he laughed louder than 
ever, and began to count his halfpence. 

Our attention was next drawn to a hole-and-corner 
sort of an establishment, which looked as if we might 
depend upon finding tragedy performed there upon the 
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most primitire principles. The heayy-murderers moved 
along carefully outside, not taking too long strides, for 
there was not room enough in their garments to admit 
of any violent exertion. The queens and the high-born 
damsels also seemed ID partake of the hang-dog look of 
the heroes ; and wheth0r their head-dresses sat ill or 
their crowns were placed awry, we could hardly make 
out, but their fingers were constantly busy there, ar- 
ranging, and shifling, and turning over their silken ring- 
lets, as if they were ill at ease. 

One old man seemed to have grown gray in playing 
the ghost. I could be sworn that I had seen him mur- 
dered a score times — " stabbed through and through ;" 
it was no treat to see him killed again ; he had become 
so used to it, that he could lie down and die with as 
much ease as a gentleman deposits his body in bed, nor 
would he rest until he had found out the softest spot on 
the board ; as a boy once said, '* He would die like 
winking." 

We ascended the steps and paid one penny, then 
threaded our way through heavy-tragedy men and light- 
comedy women : one of our party^ who had taken his 
stand beneath the candles, found himself suddenly 
crowned, without his own condent ; " glory and grease " 
did he win unsought for, as the rim in which half a score 
candles were blazing descended, and just fell '* all round 
his hat," investing it with a halo of light. 

We saw a plumed wanior stalk up to a lady fair, and 
bent our ears, expecting that he would at least accost 
her in the language of the drama — ^tell her that his 
barbed steed already neighed by the barbican — ^that he 
should turn his head when he gained the skirts of the 
forest, and look for her white favour waving from the 
ivied turret. But not so ; he stepped up with folded 
arms, and said, " Remember, Nan, that I put down 
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three half-pence for you toward that last half pint of 
gin." And, she-— -oh, ye gods ! — put her hand into her 
bosom, and from a piece of brown paper pulled out a 
hard black common copper penny, and gave it him, say- 
ing, " You must trust me ihe odd halfpenny." I could be 
sworn that it was the very penny she took from a sweep 
while the money-taker's back was turned, and to think 
of placing it where only doves, and loves, and roses, 
and posies, — foh ! 

'* Oh, her offence was rank!" 

We fled into the interior : the drop-scene was down ; 
it represented a street without any perspective ; the 
houses were piled one upon another, and the passengers 
placed between the roof of the one row and the base 
of the other. The candle-snuffer had no instrument 
saving his fingers, and, when burnt, he invariably, after 
having shaken them, thrust them into his mouth. Some 
of the candles were at all angles, reposing lovingly upon 
each other, and dropping down fatness upon the shoul- 
ders of the assembly ; nor did the decapitafor of lumi- 
naries pay much attention as to where he shook off the 
burning snuff from his fingers, so that there was a 
gathering of garments wherever he moved. At length 
the audience become impatient, and began to call aloud 
for the performance to commence — they stamped also 
with their feet — ^but as we all stood alike upon our mother 
earth, they made but little noise, and the man with 
" burning fingers " turned round and said, " The more 
row you chaps kicks up here, why we shall just be all 
that the longer afore we begins, — that's all, my kiddies." 

At length a man thrust his head and arms through 
the midst of the drop-scene and drove the street each 
way, half the houses to the right and half to the left : 
from the noise made, we concluded it moved upon a rod 
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and rings, much like the old-fashioned untheatrical bed- 
curtains. This done, he laid himself down upon some 
ragged drapery which had 'once been red, and looking 
into the side wings, said, " What the deuce did 3rou tell me 
to shore the curtain away for, before you was ready ?" 
He then lay down and was of course fast asleep, when 
we, who were close to the stage, saw a woman leap 
upon it, much after the manner we should get upon a 
table ; she then knelt beside the sleeping man and spake 
something about " a lonely cavern, and his murderers 
so near ;" then she looked aside to another, who was 
pinning an old cloak around her, and said, " Come, I'm 
not agoing to kneel here all night ;" and the woman 
who was to be the witch of the cave, answered, " I shall 
be ready in about a minute ;" then the kneeling 
lady arose and said, " I shall not wait any longer,** so 
she placed her hands on the edge of the stage, and 
jumped off, and the other climbed on. While she was 
repeating something over the slumberer, he exclaimed, 
** Cut it short, or Bill will be here with the gin." 
Meantime another had very carefully climbed upon the 
stage, as if he had suffered from rasUy leaping thereon, 
as a long line of white stitches upon a black ground 
plainly showed ; he never once was so ill mannered as 
to turn his back upon the audience. He was smoking 
a very short black pipe in the wings, and when it was his 
turn to appear, he stuck the dudeen under his belt, and 
drew out an old white-hafted knife, and when he was 
about to stab the sleeper, the old man who had played 
the ghost for a score of years, jumped up on the other 
side, with a very dirty sheet over him ; then the man 
who had been smoking went on one side and the ghost 
on the other, and the street was drawn back to its old 
place, and that was the first act. 

Bill also came in with the gin, so that, anticipating 
L 
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it would be some time before the street was again re- 
moved, we sallied forth in quest of farther amusement,, 
and halted before a mountebank tompany, where a 
German doctor was extolling his medicines before a 
gaping crowd, which, whether they admired the two 
large painted globes, the snake, the crocodile, or the 
garrulous doctor himself, it was impossible to tell; 
however, they all paid the utmost attention while listen- 
ing to his wonderful cures. A woman with a rubicund 
countenance, that looked as if it had caught the hue of 
the brandy in which it had a thousand times been mir- 
rored, sat beside a table, in readiness to be consulted 
by the fair sex, in either matters of medicine, fortune- 
telling, or interpreting dreams. Nay, it was a doubt if 
any question could be asked that either herself or hus- 
band could not answer, especially if it was seconded 
with a shilling. The mountebank announced his me- 
dicines as follows : 

" The first thing I have to offer to your notice," said 
he, holding up a handful of little pamphlets, " is my 
True Family Adviser, which will show the best time 
to cut hair, how moles and dreams are to be interpreted 
— when it is most proper to be bled — under what aspect 
of the moon it is best to draw teeth, cut corns, and pare 
nails, to grafl, plant, innoculate, open bee-hives, and 
kill swine. Also various recipes for washes for re- 
sieving freckles, love-powders, and instructions how to 
turn the hair any colour the purchaser pleases, shape 
the eyebrows to any form, and make low foreheads 
as high as you like. I have an elixir for deafness, and 
any persons taking it, though they were so deaf as not 
to hear the report of an eighteen pounder though fired 
off within fifty yards of them, would afterward be ena- 
bled to hear a star faU, though at ever so great a dis- 
tance. I have also on sale the ' Constitutional Alma- 
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ttttc/ which will show when the purchaser will become 
ill) and what hia diseases will be, during the next seven 
years. 

" In boxes, at one shilling each, may be bought my 
celebrated ' Levelling Pills,' which, if a person^s face, 
through the small-pox, looks like the map of Wales» 
with all the hills and valleys in it, will, in the course of 
a few doses, make it all as level as a bowling-green. 

"To those who attend churches, chapels, or such 
like meetings, I strongly recommend my Pills of Wor«* 
ship, which will prevent all that wheezing, coughing, 
and barking which you hear more of than the sermon, 
especially in winter. Some old man begins the harmony, 
it runs along by the communion-table; east coughs 
against west, and the south aisle against the north aisle ; 
you lose all the parson's quotations, which cost him so 
much labour — even the clerk's responses are drowned 
by it. Now to prevent all this, take my Pills of Wor« 
ship, and whether you stand up to the chin in water for 
a fortnight, or fall asleep in the fields in a shower, it 
will make no difference, for I will forfeit ray reputation 
if ever you cough again. Nor must I forget to mention 
my Divulging Drops, one drop of which, taken in a glass 
of ale or wine, which may be slipped in unseen, will 
cause the persons who take it to confess all they know, 
and all of good or evil they intend doing. 

" Some of the cures which I have performed I shall 
state with all possible modesty. I cured one James 
Gabble, who was always talking, even in his sleep, 
and one William Still, who scarcely spoke a word in a 
month ; — ^this I did by transferring a portion of the blood 
of one into the other, and performed so perfect a cure, 
that William Still sometimes talks, and James Gabble 
sometimes holds his tongue. Also Dinah Frail, who 
was so given to speak evil langua||By that she would 
L2 
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curse over grace, and storm over prayers, although she 
had been pioasly brought up, fed by the < Crumbs of 
Comfort,' and lulled to sleep with Wesley's Hymns. In 
a week I so far cured her that she left off * The Rigs 
of Barley ' and ' Whistle and I'll come to thee, my Lad ;' 
and in place of these got an evening h3rmn, grace before 
and after meat, and two of the commandments. 

'* I cured a celebrated physician, who was troubled 
with a longing to write prescriptions to such a monstrous 
degree, that he wrote bills by the yard, and presctibed 
medicines by the hogshead and wheelbarrowful at a 
time. Now he writes but three words, prescribes but 
two scruples, leaves his patients to a wholesome kitchen 
diet, has ruined the sexton and the undertaker, and the 
over-stocked parish has petitioned parliament to send 
out a new colony to either the upper or lower world. 

" But the most miraculous cure that I ever wrought 
was on Obadiah Flemming, who dwelt at All-hallows, 
Barking, and had such a terrible cough upon him that 
no one in the house could sleep for a fortnight. After 
having given him a couple of bushels of my long 
coughing pills without effecting a remedy, I all at once 
discovered that he never could be cured while he bore 
that name, or lived in that parish, for Fiemming brought 
on the cough, and Barking continued it. I therefore 
removed him to Ambleside, and called him Bowman, 
and, although he became a little lame, I perfectly cured 
his cough. 

** Nehemiah Drowsy, the ranters' parson, was so 
afflicted with a lethargy, that he would sometimes fall 
asleep while ascending the pulpit stairs, drop into a 
sound slumber while giving oat his text, and snore, 
untQ the ohapel shook, in the midst of his sermon. By 
taking my ' Wide-awake ' piila he is now enabled to 
preach at the camp-meeiing a whole week without 
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sleeping — ^read the whole of Lady Dash's poetry with- 
out a nod, and every line of Lord Twaddledum's novels 
without a yawn. Nay, it is averred that he got through 
a work which Bve hundred people had attempted in 
vain to read, and which it was considered impossible 
for any man to do, although he possessed the patience 
of Job, the constitution of Samson, and the age of 
Methuselah ; but this he did, through my ' Wide-awake 
Pills ' aad a few puff powders, without once sleeping. 

" But these things," continued he, ** may not be quite 
so well understood among you as my fly-powders, cough 
drops, and worm cakes, which, for the small charge of 
one shilling per packet, will kill, cure, and lengthen 
life.''* 

Withooi testing the virtues of his medicines, we 
travelled on farther in search of new amusement. 

We entered the village ale-house» and our attention 
was soon called to a group who eat together discussing 
their own particular merits under the inspiring influence 
of home-brewed ale and good strong shag tobacco, the 
effects of which were already visible on some of the 
party. 

** I mean to say," sud one, ** that my ploughiag's as 
straight as an arrow : look at our home-close, as the 
school-measter once said, anybody might rule book-lines 
by the furrows." 

** I don't care what you may say, Bill," said another 
rustic ; " 111 allow you're a devilish pretty plougher, but 
you mun admit as proof of the pudding Hes in the eating 
on it, and you know I carried away the prize from all 
the three parishes, and would again if I might only have 
Dobbin and Mayflower in yoke.* 

* For the origiiwlof the Mountebank's Speech, see Tom Brewn't 
Wovke, vol ii. 
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'* I'm only a lad,** said a third, '< but Fll plough 70a 
ibr a goden ginny, or mow or shear you, ather : didn't 
I keep first all last harvest, when we wer« mowing 
land for land r 

*' Hey !" said a fourth, " you did keep fijrst, Fll warrant 
you ; but how did you do it ? Why, you todc all the 
narrowest outside lands, an^ as Farmer Tong said, lei^ 
as much i' th' furrows as would make bread for half the 
TiUage for a year to come. Didn't th' gleaners alios say, 
* Oh ! I'll glean after him, he makes sich good gleaning/ 
No, no, John, tho' you're stronger and longer-reached 
than I am, you can't load hay wi' roe. Who stood it 
longest when you an' your feather was wi' us firae three 
i' the morning till ten at night ? Did I ever lay down 
upon the wagon, and cry done first, he ? No, no, Jack, 
you niver found Ned a fiincher." 

** I don't care, Ned," said the other, " what you say, 
but when we were draining the grange lands, and had 
to make the lower drain eight feet deep, ail heavy clay, 
wasn't you forced to take half-spadefuls at last, because 
yon couldn't throw out whole ones 2'* 

" I can mow an acre a day," said another, ** and have 
done when I was with Farmer Jobson." 

" That ar'n't true !" shouted several. 

" Isn't it. Bill ? I'm man enough for yo' any day : 
come on, Pm yore customer in ony ground in England." 

'' If yo' mean ought, Ned, turn out an' I'll fight yo* 
for pure love." 

" I've bed enough o' your lip, an' if you'll stan' up, 111 
just teck a little conceit out o' yo'." 

<' Come on, then : Isaac — ^youll see fair play. If I 
hit you fair, I'll send yo' into the middle o' next week !" 

" Will you ? but when I hit you I'll meek you believe 
a horse kicked you !" 

The uproar increased, hats and coats were thrown on 
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the floor, chain and tables harled in every direction ; 
pipes, pitchers, and glasses were no more, for many a 
heavy hand had *' struck flat their thin rotundity !** 
Peeping above the long-settle was Uie time-wrinkled 
phiz of mine hostess, " flashing battle from her eyes,'* 
and exclaiming, in a shrill treble, ** Who's to pay me 
for my glasses, an' my best blue and white jugst 
Betty ! Betty ! fetch constable Jerroms." 

<* He's gone to bed drunk holf a hour sin," answered 
Betty, who was in the midst of the fray, clawing Ned's 
face like a eat for making her sweetheart's nose bleed. 

*' Soldiers ! soldiers !" screamed the old woman ; " I 
pay excise, and I discharge you in King George's name 
to coom an' make peace." 

"Let 'em fight it out if they like it!" shouted the 
military from the parlour, who scorned to interfere in 
the private quarrels of any gentlemen. 

" O, y«tt lobster rogues !" shrieked the old woman ; 
« 80 yeu would see all my property destroyed, would 
you, yon wannin? Help! help! Uiey'll knock my 
house down. Ned— Bill — Jack — Isaac — Joe— Dick- 
are yon going to knock one another o' the head, all 
about your aUly ploughing ? Help ! help !" 

BilTs elbow had twice tried the strength of the old 
woman's window, and left her minus two panes, which 
could not be replaced without sending five miles for a 
glazier. King Charles's twelve good rules had fallen 
from the wall in the fray, and, as Jack took it up in his 
anger to try the strength of Ned's skull, the first blow 
proved the old picture to be the softest by opening its 
long-preserved front to admit the turnip-like rotundity 
of Ned's head, and hanging around his neck, to the great 
annoyance of his rival's knuckles. PUgrim's Progress 
shared a similar fate, being trampled and broken beneath 
their nailed shoes. Here lay " Doubting Castle " under 
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the long-settle, while the " Slough of Despond " was 
buried among the ashes, and the <' Deleetable Moun- 
tains " scattered like ant-hiUs. Dick had cut his elbow 
by falling on a broken glass, while Isaac sat bellowing 
like a bull, for during the contest his feet had intruded 
themselves under the grate, from whence issued a red- 
hot cinder, which had planted itself on his leg, leaving 
a vacuum in his ribbed stockings, with farther inroads. 
Ladles, warming-pan, bright copper sauce-pans, and 
numerous cooking utensils, together with a row of goodly 
brass candlesticks which decorated the mantel-piece, 
lay orushed and indented on every hand. O, Betty ! 
had'st thou but dared to have lefl one of those shining 
vessels out of its place, or to have hung one a hair's 
breadth awry, the shrill trebles of Mother Ward would 
have rewarded the misdemeanour by scattering around 
the opprobrious epithets of " careless slut," ** slovenly 
hussy," •* dirty troUop," " saucy trull," with many other 
words of " linked sweetness long drawn out " 

But there they lay, the bright effects of many a heavy 
hour's scouring, trampled, bruised, soiled, lidless, ban- 
dleless, and shapeless ! At length the tumult ceased ; 
shaking of hands was also over, while many a brow still 
bore the marks of those " deeds in battle doomed," for 
here a cut cheek bore for a plaster a portion of the print 
of Pilgrim's Progress, where the way-worn wanderer 
was climbing up the Hill Difficulty. Even the "folden 
rules " were all broken. 

Such was the scene when in staggered Jack Straw, 
rolling drunk, with the sergeant's cap on, singing — 

<<If I had a beau for a soldier would go, 
Do yoa think Pd say doI No ! not I ; 
Not a sigh would I draw, when his red coat I saw. 
Bat a cheer Pd give for his braveiy." 
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'< What ! have 70' listed, Jack ?" intenogated half a 
dozen voices in as many tones. 

" I have, my lads," answered he, singing^-" ' And I 
never will follow the ploagh-tail again.* I've listed for 
a hofficer, an' if any o' yo's a miod to list wi' me, 
(hiccough,) I'll gi' yo' a shilling in his majester's name 
an' list you for full sargent." 

" You mean full private," said an old man, who had 
hitherto sat unobserved in the comer ; " you mean foil 
private, same as they'll make you when they get you up 
to th' regiment. I once listed thirty years ago for a 
colonel, and when I got up to th' regiment, and I told 
'em what I'd listed for, they laughed at me, and says yo're 
above a colonel ; so I was above one, for our colonel 
only stood five feet five, and I stood near upon six feet, 
so they made me a grenadier." 

'' I don't care," answered Jack Straw, '' I took his 
majester's money to be a hofficer, (hiccough,) an' be one 
I will, or else I'll not sarve according to the articals o' 
war. ' Now,' says I, afore I took the money, ' sargent,' 
says I, ' I list for an hofficer.' ' Yes,' says he ; ' will 
you be captain, lieutenant, or ensign V * Ensign,! says 
I. ' Very well,' says he, and he put it down in black 
and white ; you may go into the parlour and ax him ;" 
and away we went, John Straw, ensign, leading the 
way. 

In the parlour all was confusion : a good-looking rosy- 
cheeked girl was pulling at the arm of her drunken 
lover, and exclaiming, " Dinna list, Tommy, dinna list ; 
o' yoll brake my heart: dinna list him, Mr. Soldier." 

" I will list," said Uie rough rustic ; " give me a 
shilling to sarve his most gracious majester, Mr. King 
William : I'll not be a clod-hopper all the bom days 
of my life, and put up we your ons and ofis." 

»< Oh ! dinna list him, Mr. Sargent !" eq^claim^d Ae 
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girl, " for lus poor old mother would mn stark mad if 
he was to go for a soldier, and I'm sure I dare not show 
my face at hoam wehout him. His mother's sure to lay 
all the blame on me, and say as he listed for love, and 
then what ever am I to do V* 

*< I'll not list him while he's tipsy," replied the ser- 
geant, saying a thousand pretty things to the distressed 
damsel, and accompanying every sentence with a know- 
ing twinkle of the eye. By the aid of another maiden, 
however, the drunken swain was led off, and on throw- 
ing up the parlour-window we could perceive him and 
his sweetheart in the garden, she promising not to see 
Fred Gilea again, upon condition that he no more 
whistled out Squire Thornton's dairy-maid. 

The sergeant still continued exhibiting his long purse, 
and pointing out the happiness of a soldier's life, while 
many a country bumpkin sat glowing beneath the sunny 
beams of imaginary glory, and old Mother Ward's spar- 
kling ale. 

** Think but for a moment," exclaimed the sergeant, 
in the true " Ercles' vein," " of being exposed all the 
day in a hay-field, sweating beneath a scorching sun, 
until at night you're all as tired as dogs, while the soldier 
sits in his shady barracks, enjoying all manner of hap- 
piness, such as sleeping, smoking, or drinking. Then 
think of the chance of being promoted to an officer ! 
Besides^ there's no work to do ; there's nothing after 
you've learned your exercise but to keep yourself clean, 
and walk about all day like a gentleman. Then there's 
the bounty, look at that, (and down went his purse upon 
the table ;) then again think of the honour of fighting 
for your king and country ; and if you happen to have 
your leg shot off, (here two or three winced,) why, you've 
bread for life in a good pension. There's prize-money 
too, and all the honour of saying you've been in such a 
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battle ; and if you go abroad, there's wine at a penny a 
qnart ; think of that, yon rognes ! — and you've no hone 
to look aAer like a horse-soldier, naught but a knapsack 
and firelock, — ^who would follow the plough when he 
can march beneath the glorious colours of the 42d, to 
the merry fife and drum ! and have plenty of sweethearts 
in every town, and money without working for it — eh, 
eh, my brave countrymen ?" 

" And who the devil," said the old man who had once 
listed for a colonel, " wiU take thirteen pence a day to 
be shot at, eh ? and have about twenty masters over 
him, eh ? First comes a lance Jack, — ' If you don't 
stir yourself, 111 report you to the corporal ;' (hen comes 
the puppy of a corporal, — < If you don't mind. 111 lodge 
a complaint to the sergeant ;' then the sergeant, — * Sir, 
youll chance to see the black-hole, if you are not more 
attentive ;' then there's drill — ' Hold your head up, or 
111 put you in the awkward squad ;' then another peep- 
ing down your gun-muzzle, and examining you from 
head to foot, to see that everything's in apple-pie order, 
besides as many sorts of ofilcers as there are weeds in 
our common. Hey, hey, my lads, soldiering's all very 
well to talk about, but you no sooner are one than you've 
had a bellyful. Be content where you are ; if you don't 
like your master now, you can soon get another ; but as 
for promotion, if you ever get up its to th' holberts, where 
they once promoted me, only for staying out we my lass 
after th' trumpet had sounded for all in ; — what d'ye 
think o' that for promotion ?" 

The sergeant muttered something about desertion and 
backscratching, and we retired up stairs to join the 
dancers. 

To "gie the music " was the charge of old Markham, 
a man who had grown gray in the merry service of 
feasts and wakes. He was the very prince of country- 
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fiddlers, he played only EDglifih tunes, and would sing 
none other than English songs. Oh ! how he hated the 
sallow Frenchman, who came round with bills, and an- 
nounced, that twice a week he should give lessons on 
dancing. What an innoyation on old Markham ! what 
need of a new dancing-master while old Markham was 
alive ? he who had taught the whole country for twenty 
miles around, who gave us lessons at the Old Blue Bell 
every year a fortnight before the feast, and taught us 
how to toe and hell, for one penny per night, and always 
advised us to have our shoes well nailed, that he might 
hear us stamp to time ; old Markham, who could fiddle 
after having drunk ten pints of ale, and was never known 
to Slop the dance, not even when he had broken two of 
his strings ! Who like him at << Bob and Joan " and 
the <' Bonny Rigs of Barley !" A Frenchman ? pho ! 
could any Frenchman play " The Cuckoo's Nest '' for 
three hours without ceasing, never stopping even to 
drink, but playing away while another held the tankard 
to his lips ? What Frenchman ever had such a music- 
book as old Markham ? — a regular heir-loom. Mark- 
ham was bom a fiddler ! and, as he was wont to say, 
came into the world with a fiddle in his hand. Who 
besides him could play, " WOl you go to Flanders, my 
Molly O ?" or " Over a Whinney Whinney Weg ;" 
" The Babes in Uie Wood ;'* ** Broom, broom, on the 
high hill O !" " Bonny lass on yonder green ;" " Tom 
loved Mary passing well ;" " By a bank as I lay ;" 
" Come, live with me and be my love ?" Talk of Han- 
del or Hayden, old Markham would have out-fiddled 
them both and given them three strings. Besides, had 
he not led at our church ! what if he did step from the 
" Old Hundred ** to *' God save the King," did it not 
show his loyalty ? And when he was sent for to the 
ball to give the young squire lessons, what if he contrived 
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to burn the " Hunting Chorus," because it was not 
English music,— did he not make out a copy of " Tom 
Moody," and swear that his fiddle could not play foreign 
tunes ? No one ever found any outlandish phrases in 
old Markham's music-book, no allegro, or moderato, or 
sinfonia andante, or adagio : did you want time, it was 
written " count ^ve" or any specified number : " over 
again," and *' over quicker," and " pretty brisk," and 
*' just middling," and " not too fast," were such marks 
as his grandfather had used : true, there were a few 
such additions as " yery tenderly," and '* rather melan- 
choly," or " briskish," " lively, " Psalmish-like," and 
*' solemn ;" albeit that after these there came whole lines 
of " fa lal lal las," and '' derry downs " without end. 
A fine fiddler was old Markham ; and only let anybody 
say he had a superior, and, by the mass, a score of coats 
would come off to fight for him. There he sat in his 
glory, scraping away with all his strength, and stamp- 
ing his foot to time. Away we went, to a tune which 
had no variations, as hard as we could stamp upon the 
wooden floor. " O dear ! the music's ceased. What's 
Uie matter ?" " Why, Enoch Tomson's trodden on my 
toes wi' his nailed boots, and he knows I've only got 
my thin sarc'net slippers on — a brute ! Ill not dance 
wi' him no longer — I'll dance wi' you, Tom." And 
away we went once more, but without any music. 
" What's the matter, Markham — why don't you play, 
man ?" 

" Play the devil," answered cat-gut ; " while you 
were bothering about yournang-nails, some mischievous 
thief run a candle across my fiddle-bow, an' it won't 
speak." 

" We can't wait," was the answer, so away we went 
to the whistling, clapping of hands, and halloing of the 
farmers, when, in an instant, all was darkj still the 



174 RURAL 8KET0HB8. 

danciBg continued, although first one and then another 
came in contact, and measured their lengths upon the 
floor. All was uproar and mistake. " Who's pnlling 
my frock ? Polly, is that you 1" " Be quiet, Bill." 
" Where's my bonnet !" " Misses Ward, bring a light." 
<' I can't get in ; somebody's fastened the door." " Who's 
got my fiddle ?" until at length lights were procured^ 
and the dance was once more restored. 

While we were in the highest glee, old Lance Pin- 
dar entered the room, striking his huge black-thom 
walking-stick upon the floor at every stride, and mutter- 
ing something to himself. 

<< What's the matter. Lance ?" inquired half a score, 
in eager haste, who were conscious, ifrom the natural 
evenness of Lance's good temper, that something un- 
common had occurred. 

" Matter ! matter enough, marry is there," said Lance ; 
'* the truth is, I'm devilish mad, an' not wi'hout a cause." 

" But what's, the matter 1" again inquired the inte- 
rested group. 

« Why," said Lance, " 111 just tell you— you all 
know John Goy's mare ? — Well, she's alios been reck- 
oned a good un' at carrying double ; so to-day, bein' a 
bit of a holyday, I says to my old woman, * Deborah,' 
says I, * I'll just step down to John Goy's an' hire his 
mare to-day, as my old Ball won't carry double, an' 
we'll ride as far as Martin.' ' Do, my lad,' says she, 
an' accordingly I went, and got the pillion seat, an' 
everything comfortable. Well, do you know, we hadn't 
ridden far afore that old thief of a mare (God forgive 
me for saying so !) laid down her ears, kicked up her 
heels, an' thro wed me an' my old woman in a dike, then 
started ofl* back an' left us to it. Well, you know, I 
got up, got my old dame out o' th* dike, rubbed her 
clean wi' some grass, then went to give John Groy 
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a devilish good blowing up. Well, an* wot do you 
think ? why, he swore that, as I hired tV mare, I should 
pay for her for all th' journey. I swore I'd see him 
hanged first, and so we got to high words — I swore I 
wouldn't pay, and he swore I should. Well, you know, 
what does I do, but I goes to our Lawyer Seizall's, an' 
knocks at th' door — so a woman comes. ' If you please,' 
says I, < is Measter Lawyer Seizall in V * No,' says 
she. ' Is Misses Lawyer Seizall in ?' says I. ' Yes,' 
says she, ' I am her.' * Well, then,' says I, * supposing 
yo' was John Goy's mare, an' I hired you to teck me 
an' my old woman a long journey — weU, an' yo' tuck 
it into you hed to throw us both in a dike, afore we'd 
got hofe a mile^ do you think, now, I'd be sich a fool as 
to pay for you ! — ^no, I'd see you hanged first.' Well, 
do yo' know, she burst out a laughing at me and made 
me madder." 

We all did the same, and out he bounced, stamping 
his feet and striking his stick fiercely upon the ground, 
and calling us unfeeling " robbers of righteousness," and 
damning John Groy and his mare all the way he went. 
It was past midnight, when one of the rustics stole out 
to the next room, and returned with a pillow ; this was 
the signal for a cushion dance, well understood in our 
county, and old Markham instantly struck up the tune 
of 

" Old John Walker had a wife," etc. 

When the bearer of the pillow had made two or three 
circuits round the room, he threw it down at the feet of 
his partner, on which the blushing damsel was obliged 
(according to the rules of cushion dance j to kneel and 
receive her swain's salute, the fiddle screaming out all 
the time on the shrill string. Away they again went 
round the room, he holding by her white frock and she 
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. bearing the pillow, which she at length threw down at 
the feet of another girl. " A fine, a fine,** was the cry ; 
'* she must deliver it to some young man.'* Here Jack 
Straw pushed forward, but he was not the man. Just 
at that moment Sammy the waiter entered, with his red 
hair shining like a fire, and down went the pillow at Sam- 
my's feet. " O deary me, miss, O locky daisy me !" 
said Sammy ; and while in the act of kneeling, he re- 
ceived a little uncalled-for help behind, which brought 
his nose in contact with the floor ; however, he managed 
to go through the ceremony. Away capered Sammy 
wiUi the pillow in his hand ; then looking round for the 
prettiest face, threw it down, and took his tribute, much 
to the horror of the damsel. It was now another's turn 
to make choice, when up came Mother Ward, sixty- 
three, without a tooth in her head. Just as the old 
woman had delivered a glass of liquor, he threw the 
pillow at her feet, when down stairs she ran, without 
once pausing for pay. After her flew the pillow, and 
after the pillow we all rushed ; and not thinking about 
the stairs, down we went, sorely to the discomfiture of 
our elbows and knees. From this we soon recovered, 
and, on looking once more round the room, I perceived 
the Johnny and Molly seated together who had first 
attracted our attention, when buying the " gress-green 
riband ; he was now accommodated with a " sewgar 
bruster." Without farther ceremony 1 threw down tbtt 
pillow at Molly's feet. 

" Molly," said the jealous swain, " if yo' gi' that chap a 
buss, he may teck yo' for altogether, for I'll none o' you«'> 

'* O thou jealous fool," answered the polite maiden, 
** I reckon I can buss thee after, and thou can buss an- 
other." 

*' Hey, hey, I'd forgot that," said he, and in another 
minute she threw the pillow at Johnny's feet. 
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" Ay, my wench," said be, as he threw his arms round 
her head — ^neck she appeared to have none — " I do Iut 
yo' sum.'' Away we went in a string, until none re- 
mained who had not gone through the ceremony, saving 
Old Markham : the last who had taken up the pillow 
was Betty the servant, and not wishing to be disappoints 
ed, she threw it at the fiddler's feet. Cat-gut now led 
the way fiddling down stairs with the pillow under his 
arm, we followed en masse into the parlour, when it was 
thrown at the feet of mine hostess, and on it she con- 
descended to kneel and finish the cushion dance. It 
was then broad daylight, and those who had sweet- 
hearts wandered into the flowery lanes and fields, while 
mine hostess prepared breakfast, being what she termed 
*' a finish to the feast." 

Jack Straw went for a soldier, " all becos Jemima had 
used him cruelly,'' and she was shortly married to him 
whom she had so often met by moonlight beneath thb 
trysting tree. Lance Pindar and John Goy have long 
since been friends ; but when in their cups they do nof 
forget the old mare ; Molly and Johnny were married 
at Michaelmas, as he promised, and she yet wears Uie 
*< hofe yode of gress-green riband " for cap-strings ; but 
what is stranger than all, the old fiddler is landlord of 
the "Blue BeU," having married mine hostess, who 
still mourns for the loss of King Charles's good Rules 
and Pilgrim's Progress, as they were her grandmother'4, 
and declares she *' will never expose any more valuable 
pictors at a feast." 
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THE OLD WOODMAN. 

Forth goes the woodrntD, leaTing unconcemed 
The cheerfol haunts of man, to wield the aze 
And drive the wedge Id yonder forest drear, 
From mom to eve his solitarj task. 

COWPBB. 

. At tlie very base of Warton Woodhoase stands the 
cottage of Abraham Clark, the old woodman. There 
is something in the appearance of this dwelling which 
seems to accord with his solitary habits and that habi* 
tual loneliness which is ever around him, for, situated as 
it is at the termination of a deep valley, which in former 
times is said to have formed the bed of the river, there 
is a picturesque dreariness about it which is almost fear* 
ful. .Many a long year has old Abraham lived alone in 
that cottage, and it seems to have been almost his con« 
stant study to bring home only those plants from the 
wood which grow dark and green, and close together, 
and resemble those shadowy recesses in the greenwood 
in which he labours. Evergreens are there of almost 
every variety that can be found within an English forest, 
and thus throughout the year the old man dwells amid 
deep foliage, either in the wood or among that which 
surrounds his own hut. 

A staid and solemn man is Abraham Clark, for he has 
dwelt so long with solitude that they have become com- 
panions, and his countenance has caught the brown hue 
of the trees, and his garments are also coloured like 
their stems ; so that when he stands motionless among 
M2 



180 RURAL BKITCHE8. 

them, a stranger would pass by without distingoishiog 
him from the gray and moss-covered trunks. Did he 
not throw off his garments every evening, I verily be- 
lieve that they would become overgrown with moss or 
lichen, from the gray and green to the silver white and 
all those hues with which the stems are decorated. 
Morning and night does he pursue the same path, to and 
firo, without change ; the very post by the stile on which 
he has placed his hand so often in climbing over, is worn 
bright again by his hard palm. He is more familiar 
with the appearances of the trees than with the faces 
of mankind ; the very form of some of their branches 
has become imprinted on his eye, through having nod- 
ded to him in the wind for so many years. The knots 
on many of the boles have to him distinct features — ^he 
sees faces in them every morning, and never passes by 
without glancing at them ; they were first created by 
his fancy, and never can he get rid of these shapes un- 
less the trees themselves are hewn down, or the marks 
at least defaced by the axe. 

I have often wondered to myself, what are the thoughts 
of old Abraham while he is working alone in those 
woods ; he knows nothing of the creations of Ariosto, 
never heard of the ^* Flower and the Leaf," saving as 
they appear to his eye ; would take Una and her milk- 
white lamb for some silly shepherdess, and the melan- 
choly Jacques for a jack-an-apes. But although the old 
Woodman is unacquainted with the poets, yet is he 
familiar with almost every passage of Scripture that 
speaketh of trees, from the tree of knowledge to those 
mentioned in Christ's parables. Abraham Clark is a 
pious man. 

I forget what poet it is who says, '* old age is gloomy 
and dark ;" but when a man like Abraham has outlived 
his wife and children, has no one to smile upon him oa 
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his retimi home, nothing but those gloomy evergreens 
to hieet his eye, and the whole of his days spent in those 
silent woods, what marvel that he is a man of few words. 
True, he has a dog, that looks as old and sober as 
himself, that follows in his track with downcast head, 
seldom either deviating to the right hand or the left ; he 
seems to do nothing all the livelong day but sleep upon 
his master's coat, llie sound of the old Woodman's 
axe sends him asleep ;• there is something in the eternal 
^ hack, hack, hack " so congenial to slumber that, when 
the noise ceases, he uplifts his heavy head, and, half- 
epening hb dreamy eyes, looks round in wonder at the 
silence which has awakened him. 

The wood is to Abraham die world, and doubtless the 
trees, in his eyes, resemble its inhabitants ; his daily 
occupation makes him a Idnd of ruler among them, and 
I doubt not but that they furnish him with much matter 
for contemplation. I cannot imagine a studious old man 
like him felling a beautiful healthy young tree, without 
comparing its fate to those who are cut down in the 
bloom of life, '^ with all their blushing honours thick upon 
them," and fancying how goodly they might have grown 
had they but been allowed to remain. The old trees 
also, those that are ail but dead, and only put out a few 
dwindled leaves here and there at the end of summer-^ 
no doubt while looking upon such as those, old Abraham 
has thought of that tenacity with which the gray-headed 
and bow-bent still cling to life. Then to see him pile 
1^ the chips and the bark, placing them one on the right 
hand and the other on the left — ay ! he was thinking 
then on the great divisions which will take place at last, 
and dividing them into the sheep and the goats. Then 
there are the branches, those which are straight and may 
be appropriated to some use, and those which are only 
fit for fuel ; yes, the best of them are ready to be gather* 
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ed into some garner or shelter, and the others are tossed 
and bundled roughly together " to be cast into the flames.'* 
The falling leaves too, doubtless they give rise to many 
a solemn thought ; while those which still remain are 
by him watched daily until he grows familiar with their 
every change, and preadventure can tell which next will 
he borne over the sylvan footpaths. 

There is a smell of forests about the old man — hia 
duck frock has caught the aroma of trees, and his hat, 
what with rubbing it against the green stems, and brown- 
ing it by the summer sun, seems to have held a long 
contest, whether or not it should wear the hue of the 
brown bark, or the greenery of the foliage. He always 
sits upon some fallen trunk to take his food, and closes 
his eyes, and spreads out his hands to invoke a blessing 
before he lifts the morsel to his lips. Abraham never 
yet had to make a display of his piety before man. He 
is, however, very superstitious, and believes that there 
are sights and sounds in the woods which there is no 
accounting for ; that there is some connexion between 
the living and the trees which are to form their last 
** narrow home f that such timber as is destined to build 
a church grows more silent than any other, and is less 
subject to be moved by the tempests ; that murder has 
some time or other been committed on those dark spots 
in the forest which are black and barren^ and produce 
neither flower nor weed. 

But these things had sprung from his moody habits ; 
he had been nurtured in a sullen school, had heard bul 
little language saving the sounds of the woodlands, now 
and then broken or strengthened by the deep moaning 
of the winds and the clashing of branch against branch. 
His very calling had rendered him almost unsusceptible 
of tender emotions, for from his youth his had been a 
stem task, dealing heavy blows upon the sturdy sterna 
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of trees ; waging war, as it were, against the stubborn 
giants of the forest ; and had it not been for his Bible 
and his domestic suffering, Abraham Clark would per- 
chance have been a savage man. Nor were those all 
the wild and superstitious fancies which he indulged in. 
He believed that apparitions and spirits were more 
numerous in England when the kingdom contained large 
forests ; and did you but chance to dream of trees, no 
one could interpret them better than Abraham. He 
always decked his hut with holly and ivy at Christmas, 
and preserved a portion of the last year's yule-clog, to 
light the new one with. He had a horse-shoe nailed to 
his threshold, to keep out the witches. He believed the 
ignis fatuusj ot Jack with a lantern, to be none other 
than a destructive fiend, who, although himself invisible, 
carried a light to allure travellers into bogs and rivers ; 
and advised those who might be led away with it, to stop, 
shut their eyes, and repeat a prayer — when the light 
would vanish ! He is a believer in fairies, and thinks 
that they never approach towns, but confine themselves 
solely to the woods and forests, and vanish at the sound 
of mortal footsteps. Then he has a hundred old-fash- 
ioned notions, which no reasoning can ever erase, such 
as a belief that mandrakes grow under a gibbet-post, and 
the root shrieks whenever it is torn up, and that whoever 
destroys them dies soon after ; that to kill a swallow is 
unlucky, and forebodes a bad summer ; and to tread upon 
a sun-clock, is sure to bring on rain, with many an<tfher 
old superstition full of tenderness and mercy. 

AiVer all the cold and solitude that the old man en- 
dures, his is a much happier life than that of the poor 
mechanic's doomed to labour week after week in some 
dark garret or cellar in the heart of a huge city. The 
air of heaven blows freshly and freely around the old 
man ; he sees the changes of the seasons, and inhales 
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the rich fragrance that is borne upon the gentle winds — 
the sunshine is familiar to his eje, and many a time 
must his heart beat blithely while he contemplates the 
beauties of Nature. 

What quietude hangs around the old man, what con- 
tentment and peace — what knows he of the world ! 
War may shake the distant nations, his own country be 
in a commotion with political feuds, but they affect not 
his tranquil haunts — the sound reaches not the depths 
irf his still green woods. He " among the leaves has 
never known ** the '' fever and the fret " of cities, has 
never felt the pangs that chain society together ; has 
never '' coined his cheek to smiles," nor lowered his voice 
to affected sympathy. Sorrow he has encountered, but 
the sUence of the forest taught him a deep philosophy^ 
and brought before him the tranquillity of Uie grave^ 
where the weary shall for ever be at rest. Hopes he 
had cherished, but they vanished without being fulfilled ; 
so had he seen some goodly tree, the pride of "its place," 
towering in beauty and promise, all at once change, 
shake off its beautiful foliage, languish, and die. Light 
of heart had he been, and 

** Tuned hit mwrrj throat 
Unto tb0 wUd hird'a note ;'* 

but his music was drowned with the approaching storm ; 
he had heard the meny birds bush their notes on a sud- 
den, and hide from the gathering tempest, and bury their 
mirth beneath the cleuds, until a new return of sunshine. 
The flowers of Summer and the foliage of Autumn 
passed not away without leaving a solemnity upon his 
mind. He looked upon the nakedness of Winter as he 
was wont to look upon his own home, when all that 
were dear to him had died. He saw the blank space. 
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he missed the green foliage that rustled and made music 
around him, but he was schooled for the mighty change. 
Death, however, affected the old man deeply, and he 
would sit listening to the forest stream that rippled at 
his feet for hours, seeking for images, and fancies, and 
soothing thoughts, in the bubble, or the leaf, or the fallen 
flower that floated by, and shaping the sounds of the 
water to his own thoughts, now sweet, now sadly com** 
plaining ; then thrilling with notes of hope, or nmrmuring 
in a melancholy mood, as it struggled away, tbrouglLthe 
uncertain shadows, dim and mysterious as the great 
hereafter. Nor can I fancy him wandering through the 
fbrest without meeting with a thousand things that recall 
the changes of life ; the passing, for instance, from under 
a depth of low-browed and thickly interwoven umbrage, 
which almost shut out the light of heaven, into a broad, 
open, and sunlit glade, or threading a path velvet-soft 
with the springy turf, and emerald-bright with the clear- 
est green grass ; then suddenly plunging amid the en- 
tangled underwood, briery, bosky, weedy, and withered, 
and around him that ever-reigning forest silence. What 
his fancies may be I wot not ; but Abraham Clark is 
not the man to pass by such scenes as these without 
some thought or other striking him, which accords with 
the scenery and the silence. 

Such a solitary life as Abraham leads would be painful 
to any other than a man of strong mind ; but he is inured 
to it, was nursed amid it; from childhood the trees 
have been his companions, for his father was a woodman 
before him, and when a boy he often accompanied the 
old man into the forest, and had his own little aze ; — ^he 
was bom to be a woodman. Solitude, then, is his ele* 
ment ; he has sought it with no dbgust, derives from it 
no peculiar pleasure but that which is drawn from con- 
tentment. How would the old man smile to himself 



186 RURAL SKETCHES. 

were he to hear any one, sick of the vanities of Hfe, 
envy his condition ! Did they but know all he has gone 
through, how he laboured early and late, when sickness 
haunted his hearth, from the first peep of the cold gray 
dawn of winter, when even the birds sat shivering on 
the naked hedges, to the very darkness of the gusty 
night, working, as he once expressed it, " until he 
couldn't see his own hand." Could they know all he 
has felt amid those solitudes when he has wandered 
out to his labour, and left one dear to him hovering be- 
tween life and death ; and he all day working and won- 
dering, and watching omens, and breathing heavily under 
the imagined misery which his superstitious fancy por- 
trayed. But then he had not fortified his mind with that 
knowledge which he afterward gleaned from the Scrip- 
tures. He was then a stem man, one who would have 
either shrunk from, or struggled with, death ; but he car- 
ried not his murmurings home ; he vented them among 
the woods, and after-years of deep thought and silence 
brought him stem resignation. His is now no disaffec- 
tion, no wishing for death ; although, in the language of 
Byron, he might exclaim — 

" 'Tia solitude should teach us how to die — 
It hath no flatterers." 

Abraham's mind seems to have taken its tinge from 
the scenes amid which he has dwelt ; sometimes it 
resembles one of his own glades, open, and bright, and 
sunny ; then again it partakes of the darkness of the 
deepest scenery that surrounds him, is still, and solemn, 
and unearthly, mingling with superstition and thoughts 
of death. But over all there hangs a resignation migh- 
ty, and deep, and beautiful, as the shadows sleep- 
ing upon the forest grass. A stranger would say he 
was stern, that his aspect was forbidding, that there 
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was something awful in the deep tones of his voice ; 
complain that he spoke not, only to answer their ques- 
tion, and even then in a hrief abrupt tone. But let 
them meet him often, and remember that for years he 
has had no companions but those hoary trees and his 
own thoughts ; let them catch the sober hues of his 
mind, send their thoughts into those deep channels into 
which his own flow, and they will soon find that the 
old Woodman has 

" ThooghtB too deep for tears :" 

that he is sensible of the beauty reigning around him, 
and only looks upon himself as one of his own trees, 
which must fall whenever the grim woodman, Death, 
comes with his uplifted axe. His thoughts are mostly 
of another life ; he has outlived all that drew his affec- 
tions earthward, and will hold but little converse on 
matters that are not as serious as his own nature. 
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THE COUNTRY JUSTICE. 

Then the Juticay 
In £ur nmnd beUj, with good capon lined, 
With ejes aeyere, and beard of formal cut ; 
Fall of wise aawi and modem inatancei. 

SHAKapBAIB. 

Important peraons were those Country Justices ia 
the olden time ; — ^men who, like Robert Shallow, Esq., 
were gentlemen bom, and wrote ** armigero to any bill, 
warrant, quittance, or obligation ;" men whose estates 
were " goodly and rich ;" who had always in readiness 
*^ a few young pigeons, or short-legged hens, with a 
joint or two of mutton," or any other *' kickshaw," 
which William the cook could soon dress; — ^posses- 
sors of fruitful orchards and shady arbours, where they 
could treat their guests to "a last year's pippin of 
their own grafting ; with a dish of carraways, and so 
forth." But we have no Justice Shallows now, who 
in theii younger days *' heard the chimes at midnight," 
sung the tunes that they " heard the carman whistle," 
and had " lain all night at the Windmill in St. George's 
Fields ;" — ^perhaps within a few yards of where I am 
now sitting to write this paper. No ! they are gone ! 
— Old Jane Nightwork has also long been dead ; she 
will never again be *< angered to the heart" by Robert 
Shallow — ^never more hear the watchword of " Hem ! 
boys," or be knocked up at night to let in the rojrster- 
ing blades of Clement's Inn ; old Silence has sung his 
last song. Time has, however, left their merry doings 
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unimpaired, and their memories will still be fresh and 
green in the pages of the immortal Shakspeare, when 
we, who now laugh at their mad pranks, are forgot- 
ten. 

Then there is old Justice Clement, still sitting in 
magisterial dignity in the pages of " rare Ben Jonson ;" 
and exclaiming, " My chair, sirrah," before proceeding 
to business. A man who could *' smell mischief," and 
would never be seen without his sword when a soldier 
appeared before him ; who would call for a <' bowl of 
sack," and for a sentence make his prisoner quaff a 
cup of it ; who knew how to teach a knave a trick for 
saying " he must ;" and whe^n the trial was over, was 
the first to propose that the night should be spent in 
" love and laughter." 

Who that has read "A New Way to Pay Old 
Debts," can forget Justice Greedy ? — ^that true lover of 
good living, whose " mouth run over " at the mention 
of a pipe of rich Canary ; who took the cook by the 
hand, and could give thanks for the " laided pheasant," 
and was ready to prove that any commission might 
be put off for a good dinner ; who could " even cry " 
when it was delayed, and would not stir a step without 
** a comer of that immortal pasty." He was the nan 
who grew eloquent while describing the <* state of a 
fat turkey ;" and all the " grandeur and decorum wfaioh 
he marched wiih." He " honoured a chine of beef," 
and " reverenced a loin of veal ;*" — ate often, and gave 
thanks, until his <* belly was braced up like a drum," 
and that he *' called justice." He raised the very 
house when the cook refused to stuff the fawn *< with 
a^ Norfolk dumpling;" and would have gone "stark 
mad " had he not prevailed upon him to *' dish out^the 
woodcocks with toast and butter." Rare fellows were 
these old Country Justices ! 
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We have in our day bad many a '^hair-breadth 
escape " from these surly summoners, when we uncon* 
sciously trespassed upon some forbidden ground, or 
made our way through scnne huge gap, which the fox- 
hunter had first burst open. Nay, more than once have 
we been called upon to find bail for traversing old 
woods, keeping suspicious-looking dogs, and many other 
similar misdemeanours, to which we were compelled to 
plead gsilty. Crimes these might be, but they have 
left no pangs behind; their remembrance awakeneth 
no pain, nothing but a regret that they cannot be 
committed again, to bring back all the pleasures of 
former punishment. 

Dear old Justice B— ^ ! what a pleasure it was to 
be summoned before thee ! — to look on thy rubicund 
face and Bardolphian nose — that blazing beacon which 
was toasted through drinking Tory toasts, and had 
flamed through fifty elections for town or country. To 
see thee red with passion, while exclaiming, *' Silence, 
sirrah !" and ere thou hadst had a couple of pinches 
from that old silver snu£f-box, turn round and exclaim, 
M What case next ? You may go home, sirrah.** 

Ah, well did we know the mood that thou wert in by 
watching the ponderous pigtail which hung half-way 
down thy back ! — it was the barometer that told the 
temperature of thy temper ; when it was still, it denoted 
«« changeable," in which state it was quite uncertain 
what weather might next prevail; — when it moved 
rapidly, or was tossed from one shoulder to the other 
without cessation, then was it stormy indeed — a com- 
plete hurricane — that even shook the powder from thy 
venerable head;— when it rose and fell gently, and 
seemed quite in a good humour with itself, like a kitten 
playing with its own tail, then it was fair, clear, and 
sunshiny ; poacher and trespasser were then liberated. 
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the one with an oath, and the other with a threat A 
choleric old fellow wert thoa at times ; but thy passion 
was soon over — ^it never lasted long enough to take hold 
of thy heart A staunch pillar wert thou of the church, 
but thy guinea was ever ready to assist the dissenters ; 
witness that old Sunday school to which I went when 
a boy. 

Terrible threats wert thou wont to thunder ferth 
before the poor beggars that hung around thy gates ; 
but rarely did they ever retire beyond the garden-hedge 
before thy old gray-headed serving-man John, was sent 
after them with a huge lump of cold meat, a loaf of 
bread, and a shilling. Strict wert thou in protecting 
the preserves and warrens of thy neighbours, while we 
plundered thine own in the open daylight; and had 
much ado to keep the young rabbits from squeaking in 
our pockets while we drank the horn of beer before 
thine own hall-door. Thou would^t ride ten miles at 
midnight to prevent thy old neighbours from going to 
law, while thou thyself hadst some trial or other at 
every assize, and wert never known to win a cause. 
Fond wert thou of committing a man for trespass, but 
ere he had eaten his fill in thy huge ancient kitchen, 
thou wouldst step in, (and having rapped out a volley of 
old English oaths,) often ordering him another jug of 
ale, then bid him ** Get home, and see that he let tibe 
game alone as he went through the park." Ever ready 
wert thou to take our own recognisance for fiftj pounds, 
when all we were masters of wec^ the ugly lurcher at 
our heels, a hand net with which wts plundered thy own 
fish-ponds, and a few wire snares, in which almost as 
many of our own mongrels had been hung as we had 
caught hares on thine own estate ; but thou wouldst 
then take our own word for fifty, readier than another 
woold take our bond. If thou ever hadst a dislike to 
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any one, it was to the radical taUor in the village ; still 
he made all thy garments, and charged thee double the 
price that another would. *' The rascal has a family, 
and they must live," was thy exclamation ; — and so he 
did, although he had been caught pelting thee at more 
than one election, and had at the " polling booth *' told 
thee to thy face that he was independent, and needed 
not the work of any Tory. 

Thou wert the very personification of John Bull, the 
imbodiment of the true old English gentleman ; body 
and soul wert thou a Tory, but such a one as even we 
ragged radicals loved ; thou hadst everybody's good 
word — ten thousand eyes shed tears for thee when thou 
wert dead. Brimful wert tbou of harmless prejudices 
and stubborn notions, but they were all English ; even 
in thy very faults there was something to love — ^in thy 
greatest absurdities much to admire — in thy errors many 
a charm. Many a time hast thou been grumbling in thy 
throat while thine heart was planning some kindness ; 
often censuring the culprit with thy tongue when thy 
hand was grasping his with a friendly clutch that sank 
to the very soul. 

Such men as the Old Justice live nowhere but in 
England — such hearts beat but rarely in other climes — 
such bodies are only moulded in British pastures. 

Heaven bless thee, my dear country ! thy green hills 
and old woods will be found imprinted upon my heart 
when I am dead. I love thee with a fervidness that 
grows with my growth — with a passion that can never 
die. 1 could be content to wear my immortality for ever 
in thy sea-girt breast, nor sigh for another heaveo; Oh, 
heart ! mayest thou lie cold and senseless ei^ thy pant» 
ings are quickened by the sound of hostile feet ! May 
I be dead ere 1 hear the thunder of the invader frighting 
the sweet song-birds from the tranquil forests which I 
N 
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have 80 long worshipped ! Mighty and Unseen Powers, 
that uphold this green spot aloof, amid a thousand con* 
tending billows, cast the proud harden from your sea- 
green shoulders, and buy it 

** Deeper than did arer plummet loand,*' 

ere ye permit the foot of a conqueror to tramp on the 
soil which the spirit of Shakspeare has hallowed ! and 
when in future ages some keel is ploughing the dark 
waters that have closed over us, then let the mariner 
point to the gloomy depths and say, ** Here stood Eng* 
land, the unconquered !" Stand fast, 

" Thou pale and wliite-faced aboce, 
Whose foot spuzns back the ocean*a roaring tides, 
And coops from other lands her islanders/* 

and on thy frowning front display the warrior forms 
who shed their blood )& thy defence to make thee free. 
And ye grim " guardian giants that prowl along our 
coasts," clothe your huge oaken ribs in thunder, and 
send your deep roar over the desolate sea, until the 
distant shores turn pale with affright, and whisper each 
other that << England is again awake !" Oh, that my 
pen were a thunderbolt! or that I might record my 
thoughts in blaxing characters upon the sky, and utter 
every word in a peal that would shake my native hills 
to their very centre ; then would I exclaim, '< Awake, 
mightiest of nations, and uphold thy glorious name !" 

But mine is a foolish fondness ; I brood over things 
which I understand not, and start at shadows which 
only ^ring up in my own excited brain, until I hear a 
war-cry in the wind, and the tramp of the foe in the 
footfall of the passengers. But who woold umnm the 
gentle Shakspeare ? what savage Goth would dare to 
lay his godless hand upon the holy dust that reposes in 
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Westminster Abbey? who would touch Milton's hal- 
lowed grave, or with sacrilegious grasp scatter the dost 
of Chaucer and Spenser t who would carry away our 
island gods? No one! They will slnmber in their 
ancient graves nntil the last trumpet sounds ; temples 
will be reared above them when those huge pUee that 
now canopy them have mouldered away. The trophies 
of the warrior may crumUe to dust, but their laurels will 
be for ever green. War and vengeance would halt a 
moment beside their graves, and ere the shock of battle 
desed, east a triumphant glance around, as if proud to 
fall within sight of such hallowed spots. But this is 
an uaneeessary digression^ and we will return to our 
Ktory. 

What is termed " Justipe-day ** In the country is 
sometimes held once a fortnight, or every month, as the 
case may be ; those who could not wait so long, some- 
times went over to the old magistrate's house ; or if 
they chanced to meet him on horseback, or surveying 
his fields, matters were entered upon at once. 

It was nothing unusual to see half a dozen lounging 
fellows following the old Justice up the village street, 
ac&ompanied by the big constable, and every now and 
then they were compelled to halt to separate their dogs, 
for some new sally was made at almost every farra-ysrd 
gate. There were generally a good number of warrants 
issued out before Justice-day, among one or other of our 
neighbours in die hamlet, and the small adjoining mar- 
ket-town, where they assembled to decide all business ; 
for no sooner did the magistrate appear on horseback 
at the town-end, than the lazy shoemaker threw down 
his last, the drunken tailor his sleeve-board, until tag- 
rag and bob-tail rushed from every little alley, and by 
such time as they reached the Town-hall, all the old 
faces were crammed together, to look on and listen to 
N2 
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the causes, many of which were old standards, and never 
failed to come on every time the justice made his ap- 
pearance. We had but one constable, and he had 
grown fat in office ; nor was his temper of the mildest, 
— and rare fun was it to see him brandish his staff, and 
hear him call silence, then collaring a couple of laughter- 
loving vagabonds, call for assistance in the " King's 
name," while not a hand or foot moved to his help ; and 
perhaps the town-clerk was busied in the meantime 
kicking some yelping cur out of court, or the magistrate 
himself looking out of the window at some fight in the 
street, and calling out, " Well done, Dick !" or " Bob," 
whichever urchin might chance to fight best; (ot he 
knew the name of almost every rapscallion in the place. 
On a hot day it was wonderful how soon he would hurry 
through a host of businese, bidding one party to get out 
of the court and make up matters over a pot of ale ; and 
telling another that if they pestered him any longer he 
would commit them for a month. Some he would 
advise to fight it out, then come to him again, if they 
could settle it no other way ; and others he would take 
with him to the Bull's Head parlour, and there, over his 
glass of brandy and pipe, contrive to arrange their 
affairs amicably. The constable was a regular ferret in 
hunting up poachers, unlicensed hawkers, and vagrants ; 
and being a Whig, the old Justice generally opposed all 
he said ; and as fast as the one collected them together, 
the other discharged them, venting all his anger upon 
poor Dogberry, who never failed to growl in his throat, 
and vent his spleen upon their " looped and windowed 
raggednesses," whenever he could pick them up after, 
and lock them up for a night in the " Kit-court," for 
such was the name of the cell where ofienders were 
lodged. 
But never was magistrate pestered with such a race 
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of oddities as peopled our village ; they could as soon 
live without food as quarrelling; nay, I have often 
thought ihat they disagreed merely for an excuse to 
empty sundry cups of ale over the pleasure of making 
matters up again, as some couples are said to quarrel in 
wedlock just by the way of a change, for, as they were 
wont to say, ** it was so handy to step over to Justice 

B , and have a little iaw." 

Among the inhabitants of the village, who were sel- 
dom free from either warrant or war, was John Stretton, 
the worm-doctara«d elixir-vender; two medicines which 
he alike proscrihed to man and horse. " No cure no 
pay/' was John^s molto ; bnt as he seldom performed 
a cure, he contrived to get paid as well as he could, 
and rarely a justice-day came but he had either issued, 
•r had to appear against, some summons. He was 
always on the look-out for accidents at the cross-ro'ads 
which branched off in the form of a triangle in the centre 
of the hamlet. There might he be seen, with a large 
parcel of worm-cakes in one of his unfathomable coat- 
pockets, and a bottle of ^e infallible elixir in the other. 
If he met a victim grinning with the toothache, out 
came the big bottle, with a thousand persuasions, and 
as many proofs, if words were to be believed. If a 
horseman passed by whose nag was broken-kneed, or 
had the spasms or bots, or was even short-winded, the 
same medicine was supplied ; and although actually 
forced upon the poor wayfarers, with the old motto of 
" no cure no pay," yet wo betide him if he had not 
cashed up before justice-day, for John was sure to be 
there with his summons. He was wont to assert that 
his medicine was the. finest thing under the face of 
heaven, and would cure every disorder, if they would 
but take enough of it. Broken legs, club-feet, blindness, 
deafness, dumbness, even madness and ague-fits, were 
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•11 alike to John. No patient went away uncured wiiIh 
out being assured, that if he had but patience to wait 
a little longer, a few cakes and a few bottles of elixii 
would eventually recover him. A dear boy was old 
John for law. 

Two other of our resident villagers were constant 
customers for justice ; scarce a meeting transpired with- 
out Matthew Hardcastle and ^d John Freeman having 
the same cause for triaL 

Meet when or where they might, neither of them 
would resign the wall or paling by which they were 
walking, but by main force. They have been known 
to stand arguing the matter with each other for full three 
hours» and then terminated it as usual by having recourse 
to their sticks. Let them but be passing down the street 
of our Tillage, and get a sight of each other^ and tbey 
began to growl like two dogs* Nay, they would some* 
times turn their backs against the wall, and so move on 
until they met, neither leaving the other tbe chance to 
say that he had a claim to the right hand ; this being 
the decision of our worthy magistrate, that whichever 
had tbe right hand of the wall was considered to have 
a just claim to it. They chanced one day to meet be- 
fore the door of our old shoemaker ; and he, not having 
the greatest share of patience in the world, began to 
make a clear road by using his broomstick, cursing 
them in good round terms for blocking out his customers. 
But this he found no easy matter, for, however much 
they might be at variance with each other, they had no 
relish for the interference of a third party, but both up- 
Med their sticks by mutual consent to repel the attacks 
of their common enemy, and poor Trown became the 
sufferer. 

The next regular claimant for justice was old Farmer 
Laughton, who possessed two rows of tumble-down tene- 
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■leBts in our haoalet, which were veiy appropriatelr 
tenned *' ScoldiBg-yard." And eeldom a week passed 
but he was turning out some refractory tenant, or taking 
ont their windows, nailing up their doors, or walking 
home with the handle of the pmnp upon his shoulder* 
He never appeared Iu4>py but when engaged in some 
row or other with his tenants, or concocting some mea^ 
sure for their annoyance. True, he but rarely got any 
rents, for no one would take his houses who could afford 
lo pay for a residence ; so that, when rent-day came, il 
seemed a standing rule that they should fight it out, sad 
it was no unusual sight to see the landlord at war with 
his tenants, armed with mop and broom, or sometimes 
emptying psils of water on each other. There were, 
however, a few old standards whom he dared not to 
attack, one having poured a kettle of boiling water upon 
him while he was nailing up her door, and another 
having emptied a vessel on his head which rather 
astonished him. 

In the small market-town was a dealer in second* 
hand clothes, who had generally some cause or other to 
answer to. Many a warrant had sprung up through a 
large quantity of soldiers' jackets which he had pur- 
chased, and having dyed them himself, he had made 
them up into new coats and trousers, which of course 
he was enabled to sell cheap. Strange, however, after 
a few days' wearing his black coats gradually assumed 
a dingy red again, especially in those places where they 
chanced to have been chafed. Some one would come 
and make complaint, who had been carrying a load on 
his back, that, while the skirts of his coat retained their 
false colour, the back had assuoied the hue of the fox ; 
then a joiner, who had rubbed his new trousers against 
the bench while planing, looked as if he had been 
marked with red ochre, while boys who knek down to 
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play at marbles were marked like sheep. Nor was the 
old clothes-seller himself without his warrants, for he 
boasted of haying garments to fit everybody ; and if they 
chanced to be a trifie too small, while he was persuad- 
ing his customer they were the " most beautiful fit," or 
if, while helping him on with them, they chanced to 
rend, and the intended purchaser refused to pay the 
damage, then was there a case for the magistrate, and 
on justice-day the tattered garbs were sure to appear ; 
and rare amusement did such trials furnish for the 
people assembled. 

A great dislike had the worthy Justice of matters 
being carried to the sessions or the assizes, and it was 
truly wonderful to see the tact that he displayed in re- 
conciling parties, who had set out with a determination 
of carrying matters to the very extremity of the law. 
Nor had they ever cause to grumble if the afifair was 
leA to his own arbitration, for whore he had doubts he 
would generally consult some able and experienced 
neighbour, and, unless the case was one of uncommon 
difiiculty, generally succeed in the end in satisfying botli 
parties. 

Often might he be seen in the mornings of spring 
and summer stripped in his shirt-sleeyes and busied in 
his garden, raking, hoeing, or attending to his choicest 
flower-beds, accompanied by some party who had " come 
over to arrange matters," or perhaps some cause that had 
been put off on the preceding day at the hall. Then 
would the honest magistrate pause every now and then, 
and leaning on the handle of his rake, listen or reply to 
their arguments ; and if he could not succeed in bring- 
ing them to his own views, he would commence raking, 
or working at a most furious rate, and tearing up both 
weeds and flowers together. If, on the contrary, they 
followed his advice, and showed a disposition to come 
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to reasonable terms, then down went his garden-tools, 
and a right welcome was given them to partake of the 
best his house afforded — ^rich or poor, it made bat little 
difference, so long as they bore an honest name. 

His lovely daughter too, to use the country phrase, 
" was worth her weight in gold,** and many a time had 
her sweet and lady-like manners succeeded in repairing 
the breaches which her father's irritability sometimes 
made. Then she could plead so eloquently for any poor 
culprit who was about to be committed ; her sweet im- 
ploring eyes, too, outdid all language — and if her plea 
was seconded by the vagabond's wife standing weeping 
beside her husband, why, twenty to one, he was released 
on his own bond ; and perhaps a few nights after might 
be found stifling pheasants with brimstone on their roosts 
in the woods, or again planting his snares in the magis- 
trate's park. 

Many said, " He was too easy by half ;" they told the 
truth ; but, then, it was not in his nature to deal harsh- 
ly with any one, no, not if even they had injured him. 
But, oh ! it was something to be loved like the old Jus- 
tice — to have almost everybody's good word — ^to be 
greeted with smiles wherever he went — to find every 
ragged urchin ready to run the shoes off his feet to open 
the gates for him, and to see all the gray-headed old 
men salute him with a reverential bow, and bless him 
in their hearts as he passed on. Plundered and imposed 
upon he was almost every day of his life ; he seemed 
to find a pleasure in forgiving the offenders ; it was a 
kind of a race between himself and them, as if to see 
which should first become weary, the offender or the for- 
giver. Dear old man : he has thrown a penny for the 
apple which he accepted, and which but an hour before 
the urchin had plundered from his own orchard. 

We will suppose ourselves in the Town*hall, as we 
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have often been during trials whUe all assembled have a 
word or two to drop in just as it suits their fancy. 

«< What charge now ?" said the Justice, looking at the 
clock, and thinking of his dinner. 

" Stevenson, who keeps the chandler's shop, against 
Freeman and Hardcastle," said the constable. 

^ State it quick," continued the magistrate. 

" Your worship will |dease to remember, that these 
two crusty old fellows had a regular four hours' dispute 
under my window, until I began to think that they never,- 
never intended to separate ; so I went up stairs and 
emptied a pail of clean water upon their heads. Well, 
your worship, instead of laying on each other with their 
sticks, as they mostly do, they both set on and broke my 
window." 

" False evidence, your worship!" exclaimed old Free^ 
man ; " the water was dirty, and smelled as if he'd been 
swilling his filthy shop-floor in it — it stank as bad as 
his shop." 

*' My shop's sweet, you calnminating old villain !" re- 
plied the chandler, shaking his fist in the other's face. 

*< Well, well, don't fight here," said the magistrate ; 
^* if you want to fight, get out — there's more room out- 
side — ^and settle your dispute among yourselves. What 
damage have they done ?" continued the Justice. 

" Broken twelve panes of glass," replied the chandler, 
"at three shilling a pane — ^thirty-six shillings, your 
worship." 

" It's false," shouted old Hardcastle, stamping his stick 
on the floor ; *' five <^ them were cracked, and one was 
stufied full of old rage, and another had a piece of bacon 
reared against it, as dry and hard as a board, to keep the 
wind out." 

" Quite time they were replaced with new ones, then," 
continued the magistrate. " But what have you two 
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qnanelaooie old fellows to say for yonnelTes ? Did I 
not last time decide that he who had the right hand of 
the wall should not give it np ?" 

" But your worship must decide which is to have 
the wally" said Stevenson, ^ when hoth their hacks are 
against it." 

'' Humph— hey ? Is there any case to decide by in 
Blackstone ?*' inquired the magistrate of the dierk. 

*' None, your worship," was the reply. 

" Then yon must pay the damages," said the Justice ; 
" and for the other matter, fight it out as usual." 

" But our clothes, your worship," growled the aggrea- 
soifl, both together ; " wet through," continued one ; 
'* dreadful rheumatism," added the other, — '* severe cold.*' 

« Get into another room," continued the Justice ; 
" and if you can't decide it any other way, fight the 
cold out of your bones. Thunder and patience ! if 
yoo come before me again on this matter, I'll commit 
you all for a month to the house of correction." 

** My windows !" exclaimed the chandler. 

But the magistrate immediately took np a volume of 
Bums' Justice, and would have given the law in a 
lump, had he not put his best leg foremost. 

" What case next ? — quick ! — quick !" proceeded the 
Justice ; " (Nrdered my dinner at three— can't be detained 
much longer to hear your nonsense." 

" Sally Penny against her husband, for giving her a 
black eye," vociferated the constable. 

''Can't be hindered with that woman's chat-— she 
would teD a tale as long as to-day and to-monow," 
proceeded the old magistrate, growing more crusty as 
the hour for dinner drew near — "I dare say she 
deserved it What have yon got to say, John Penny ? 
I suppose you were both drunk, as usual ?" 
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" The truth is, your worship," said John, " she's never 
satisfied; she was drunk last night, and very drunk, 
indeed, the night before ; she was the same this morn- 
ing — ^and she's drunk now. She wants to be an angel, 
and I can't afford it. I'm willing for her to be drunk 
once a day, your worship, and that's as much as I can 
dp ; — as for her black eye, she tumbled down and trod 
on it— that's aH." 

'* fireak both their necks down stairs, constable ;^-or 
here, give them this shilling — they mean to kill them- 
selves with drinking, and the sooner it's done the better. 
What case next ?" 

"Armstrong and Kirk against Martin, the second- 
hand clothes-seller," shouted Tipstaff, *^and Martin 
against Armstrong." 

'' Quick — state case — be brief !" said the Justice, 
looking again at the clock ; then muttering to himself, 
'* Armstrong against Martin, and Martin against Arm- 
strong. — What the devil now ?" 

" Please your worship " siubd Kirk. 

'* But it doth not please me !" exclaimed the old 
Justice ; " quick, sirrah ! state your case — we'll save 
the ' pleases ' and * worships ' for afler-dinner compli- 
ments." 

" Then, your worship, I bought a second-hand black 
coat of Abraham Martin a fortnight ago, which he said 
was as good as new^^and it did look as black and bright 
as you would wish to see a coat. Well, your worship, 
I put on my clean white trousers, and went out, Sunday 
before last ^" 

" The old tale-!—" said the Justice, interrupting him. 
" Martin, you're a long while selling off those scddiers' 
old jackets :— did I not tell you to ticket them, so that 
your customers might know what they were buying ?" 
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" I did," replied Martin ; " but your worship sees, 
when they get mixed among the other goods, it's difficult 
to tell them again, without a good deal of rubbing." 

So would matters go on ; and every one who had 
won a cause, when they got outside gave the signal to 
the boys, who huzzaed and threw up their crownless 
hats, and made the little market-place to ring again. 
Nor would they disperse until they had watohed the 
old magistrate out of the Builds Head Inn, where he 
mostly dined ; and often, when he had taken an extra 
glass, he would throw a few halfpence among them, 
and leave them fighting and scrambling with each 
other, while he rode off like a good old-fashioned 
Justice of the Peace. 
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RURAL POETRY. 
BROWNE'fl "Britannia's pastorals," and ** shbphbrd's 

PIPE." 

To my tndy beloved Friend^ Mr. BrowHt on hie PattaraU. 

Bot I hiTB teen thy work» ud I know thee : 
And, if thoa list thyeelf, what thou canst be, 
For though but early ui these paths thou tread, 
I find thee write most worthy to be read. 

Bin Jonson. 

Our object in tho present chapter is, to bring before 
oar readers a few beautiful passages from the works of 
a sterling old English poet, whose writings are too little 
known ; one who, ua his day, was a favourite of Rare 
Ben Jonson, and had complimentary poems addressed 
to him by Michael Drayton, Selden, Brooke, Herbert, 
Withers, and many other celebrated writers of that 
period. Beautiful, however, as his poems are, and ex- 
celling, in our humble opinion, nearly all that come under 
the denomination of Pastoral Poetry in the English 
language, you look in vain for his name in the Essays 
of Pope, Warton, and Johnson, in which they profess 
to treat upon this subject. They make no mention of 
either William Browne or his " Britannia's Pastorals ;" 
and sorry are we to add, that among all the Miscella- 
neous Collections of Poetry, but few extracts (and those 
of an inferior description) from his works are to be 
found. Many of the compilers of English poetry ha?e 
never once alluded to him^ and those who have, almost 
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lead us to conclude that they never read a tithe of his 
works. 

Bold as the assertion may appear, we will undertake, 
in this article, to produce some of the most delightful 
passages of rural poetry which hare ever been written, 
scarcely excepting the mighty compositions of Milton. 
It is a duty we owe to the dead to do justice to their 
memories, and we doubt not but that many of the extracts 
which we shall here bring forth, will cause the works 
of the author to be inquired after, and not a few of the 
quotations which we make, to be selected and stored up 
among the many other gems which this immortal island 
abounds in. We understand no other language but that 
of oar mother-tongue, — and that, we fear, indifferently, — 
therefore are unable either to read Theocritus or Virgil, 
saving by translations ; and if by this method the ideas 
of the authors can be faithfully given, (for we care not 
for words alone,) William Browne is as great a pastoral 
poet as either of the above-named authors. His mind 
is thoroughly English, — he drank deeply from that well 
whence Chaucer and Spenser drew their inspiration — 
the ever-flowing fountain of Nature. Nor need a stron- 
ger proof be brought of his good taste than that intense 
admiration which he had for the writings of Spenser, — 
a poet whose works are the very touchstone of taste, 
and which none but a true lover of poetry can ever tho- 
roughly relish. 

Poetry ought to be judged by the emotions it awakens 
more than the mere sounding of words and the artificial 
turning of its sentences ; for, after all, it consists in the 
thought, and not the expression ; you cannot feel the 
words : the image it calls up and the feeling it stirs be- 
long to a higher power than mere language. Instance 
the thousands of lines which are published and read 
every year, and contain not an atom of true poetry. The 
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) power 18 to be fonnd in descriptire or mnJ poetry ; 
for althoDgh in this ca«e the passions are but seldmn 
appealed to, yet must the author produce a series of pic- 
tures, or so shape his thought, that it shall call up some 
object which has before been seen, and bring it as forci- 
bly to the mind of the reader as if it stood before him. 
This power, as we will prove, our author possesses lo 
an extent which has rarely been excelled. 

There is a green look about his pages, he carries with 
him the trae aroma of old forests, his lines are mottled 
with rich mosses, and there is a gnarled ruggedness 
upon the stems of his trees. His waters have a wet 
look and a plashing sound about them, and you feel the 
fresh air play around you while you read. His bird» 
are the free denizens of the fields, and they send their 
songs so life-like through the covert, that their music 
rings upon the ear, and you are carried away with his 
" sweet pipings." He heard the skylark sing in the 
blue dome of heaven, before he transferred its warblings 
to his pages, and inhaled the perfume of the flowers he 
described ; the roaring of the trees was to him an old 
familiar sound ; his soul was a rich store-house for all 
that is beautifol in Nature. But he is dead, and needs 
not our praise ! he has erected for himself a monument 
which will stand securely when we are forgotten ; nearly 
two centuries have already swept over his grave, and 
(so far as our limited research has been carried) no 
one has arisen to do his memory that justice which it 
deserves. 

It is not our intention to test his merits by that foot 
and yard measurement which some have erected as the 
standard of criticism : we understand it not, but must 
trust to that little innate perception which God has given 
us to work out our task. Omr uncultivated taste would 
O 
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lead 118 to give a wider range to pastoral poetry than 
that to wUcb Dr. Johnson circumscribed it, wherein he 
says it is '* A poem in which any action or passion is 
represented by its effects upon a country life." To our 
ears there is something too much of a dramatic sound 
in this definition ; the tranquillity which we look for in 
mral life has in general but little of " action and passion,** 
especially in that called pastoral, where we only expect 
to find shepherds tending their flocks ; sitting idly upon 
the brow of some hill, or under the shade of a tree, and 
either singing to each other for some rustic prize, or 
describing the beauty of a shepherdess. Why should 
Theocritus or Virgil be looked up to alone, and so close* 
ly Mlowed ? are we not as free to strike out a plan of 
our own as the old dramatists were to reject the cho- 
ruses from their works, instead of adhering rigidly to 
the sjratem of Eschylus and others ? Why should Aris- 
totle (who has been the cause of more volumes of dead, 
dry, uninteresting matter being written than any other 
author) be brought forth to sit in judgment over the epio 
and the drama, or the fetters which he has forged be 
still worn ? To us who know nothing of the dead lan- 
guages, and have still as great a love for Shakspeare 
and Milton as those who do, these are matters of mys- 
tery. The study of time, and place, and union, which 
we have heard are the great stumbling-blocks of this 
formidable old Critic, have, in our opinion, robbed many 
bright minds of that freshness which they would other- 
wise have thrown into their pages. We have heard 
gieat and learned men talk over this subject, and when 
we have reached home have blessed God that we never 
understood Aristotle. The man who ventures abroad 
in the sunshine with his mouth tied up for fear of taking 
cold, will inhale but little of the pure air of heaven; and 
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unid a number of rules, which really do no good, many 
are afraid to stir leat ihej should stumble upon something 
wrong. 

« The Cotter's Saturday Night," « The Deserted Vil- 
lage," "The Farmer's Boy," " The Gentle Shepherd," 
and many other delightful poems which we could name, 
ought to be classed as British pastorals of the highest 
order. What have we to do with Arcadia? — ^why 
should the land that gare birth to Chaucer, Shakspeare, 
and Milton, stoop to take laws from any crabbed old 
Greek 1 Take your fashions from France if you will, 
but leare us a literature which we can call our own. 
Our colleges are choked to death by foreign literature ; 
our great schools imbibe aujrthing but a pure English 
taste; Terence and Horace, Virgil and others, are 
pealed into their ears like the monotonous tones of a 
bell, until they are half stnpified : they know more 
about the laws of the Romans than those made by 
Alfred. Talk to them about the poetry of Gower, 
Chaucer, Lydgate, Occlere, and others of our own an* 
cient writers, and not one in a hundred has read their 
works. 

We have no English school of poetry. Oh ! that 
we had the power either to abuse or shame those who 
are professors of it into a lore for our old literature, 
then might we hope to see the people of England Eng- 
lish people ; and in place of those quotations which 
are so often made in parliament from the Greek or 
Latin authors, and which such poor wretches as our- 
selves can nerer understand, we should bave a few old 
British steel-pointed arrows shot across the house, such 
as no foreign armour could resist— cross-bolts and man- 
gonels that would strike a traitor or a renegade dead. 

We do not object to the ancient Greek and Roman 
poets being read^ or the Isnguage in which they are 
03 
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written taught in oar schools ; all we complain of is, 
that our valuable old English literature is too much neg- 
lected. Those who say that the works of our authors 
are dry and uninteresting, know nothing about them. 
We could point out such passages in their writings as 
would stand comparison with the best portion of the 
ancients. Plain-spoken they are occasionally; but 
where is there a true Englishman that is not ? Horace 
and Ovid, from what little we know of them through 
translations, are never over particular. 

England is richer in pastoral poetry than any other 
country in the world ; it is less disfigured with gods and 
goddesses, who are perched upon the mountains, and 
on the clouds among the ancient Greeks, and leave upon 
the mind the same effect as the scenery of a theatre, 
rather than that rough, natural, and simple impression 
which our own rural poetry produces. True, our litera- 
ture is not entirely free from these marble monsters, but 
with us it is rather an affectation than' otherwise, and 
perhaps, after all^ may be thrown in the teeth of our 
false system of education. 

Look at our old ballads and poems, our ancient dra- 
mas, our histcNries, the writings of our oldest divines. 
What description do you there find ! what an apprecia- 
tion of the beauties of nature ! what thoughts and images 
are there crowded together ! what stinging satire and 
true reasoning ! ail bold, manly, and English. Their 
arguments were like their blows ; they were decisive, 
and at once struck home ; there was no withstanding 
them ; they wielded their pens as they did their swords, 
and hacked away at the hardest mail : every stroke either 
stunned or struck through; witness Chaucer's prose, 
Wickliffe's Sermons, and Hall's Satires, and a host of 
other writings. It is a marvel that some of our periodi- 
cal writers do not march deeper into the land ; there 
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lie hundreds of good works that only require to be a 
little better known in order to become popular, and instil 
a right feeling into this willing age. But we are wan- 
dering far from our original purpose, which was to point 
out the beauties of William Browne, a poet who lived 
in the golden age of Queen Elizabeth. And without 
farther comment we shall quote one of his beautiful 
descriptions of 

EARLY MORNING. 

*« Ti* Dot too late, 

For the tartle and her mate 

Are ntting fet in rest ; 
And the throstle hath not heen 
Oaikering worms yet an the green^ 

Bat attends her nest. 
Not a hird had taught her young, 
Nor her momng^s lesson sung 

In the shady groTe ; 
But the nightingale i* th* dark 
Singing, woke the mounting laik ; 

She records her love. 
The son hath not with his heams 
Gilded yet oar crystal streams. 

Rising from the sea ; 
Mists do crown the mountain tops, 
And each pretty myrtle drops ; 

'Tis but newly day." 

Any one who has been a close observer of nature must 
be struck by the simple fidelity of this picture ; there 
is no sacrifice of sense made here for effect ; all is in 
true keeping. It was so early that the throstle had not 
yei left her neai to gather worms on the green, a bird 
that goes abroad er« it is well light ; the nightingale 
had but just finished her song and awoke the lark ; all 
the other songsters were silent : the flowers were dnx^ 
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ing, for the sun had not appened^ and in the next line 
we read that— 

*< Some niAii eometh in the mitt.*' 

All was gray, cold, and sOent — ^no sound heard but the 
song of the lark, and she sung high among the cold-look- 
ing clouds, for not a sunbeam as yet gilds them, nor 
has a ray flashed upon the chilly streams. But while 
we haye been delapng the reader with our remarks the 
picture has changed to a clear 

SPRING MORNING. 

" ' See the Spring 

Is the earth enamelling. 

And the birds on evexy tree 

Greet the mom with melodj. 

Hark ! how yonder throstle chants it. 

And her mate as proudly Taunts it : 

See how every stream is dress'd 

By her margin with the best 

Of Flora's gifts ; she seems glad 

For such brooks such flowers she had ; 

And the trees are quaintly tired 

With green buds, of all desired ; 

And the hawthorn every day 

Spread* some Uitle show of May : 

See the primrose sweetly set 

By the mnch-lofed riolet, 

Which the banks do sweetly eorer. 

As they would invite a lover 

With his lass to see their dressing, 

And to grace them by their pressing.*' 

Here is poetry ! the two lines in italics are worth the 
whole price of this volume. Who after this will say 
that Milton's L'Allegro is the store-house for all rural 
images, when these lines were written before Milton was 
bom ? But it is a folly to quarrel with the criticisms 
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of the dead, or we coidd bbj something on this matter ; 
ay ! and prove what we asserted. Bat we have not yet 
done : here is another gem : 

MORNING. 



-Gny-«jed Anron y«t 



Held all the metdowe in a cooling aweat ; 
The milk-white goaaamera not upward anow'd^ 
Nor waa the aharp and uaefiil ateering goad 
Laid on the atrong-neck'd ox : no gentle bad 
The ann had dried ; the cattle chewed the cod. 
Low lerelled on the graaa : no fliea' fierce ating 
Enforced the horae into a furioaa ring 
To tear the paaaire earth, nor laah hia tail 
Aboat hia battocka broad. 



• It waa ao early time 



The earefnl amith had in hia aooty foige 
Kindled no coal : nor did hia hammera urge 
Hia neighboor'a patience : owia abroad did fly. 
And day aa then might plead hia infancy. 

* • • * • 

By thia had chanticleer, the Tillage dock. 
Bidden the good wife for her maida to knock ; 
And the awart ploughman for hia breakiaat atayed. 
That he might till thoae Unda were fallowa laid : 
The hilla and Talleya here and there reaound 
With the re-echoea of the deep-moath*d hoond. 
Each ahepbeid*a daaghter, with her cleanly pail, 
Waa come arfield to milk the morning meaL 
And ere the aun had climbed the eaatem hilla 
To gild the mummring buma and pretty rilla, 
Before the labouring bee had left hia hive, 
And nimble fiahea, which in riTera dvre, 
Began to leap and catch the drowned fly» 
' I roae from reat *' 

Remember that this was written before the author 
was twenty years of age, and when Shakspeare's wri- 
tings were but little known ; yet here we hare the epi- 
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thets of " gray-eyed " moroing, the " Btrong-neck'd ox/' 
the ^ sooty forge ^ of the smith, the *< deep-mouth'd 
hound/' the " swart ploughnum," and many others, such 
as the greatest poets have not disdained to use, well 
knowing that they could never excel them. 
Here u another lovely morsel : 

A CONCERT OF BIRDS. 

'* Ai wooed by May's delights, I have been borae 
To take the kind air of a wistfal mom 
Near Tavy's roiceful stream, (to whom I owe 
More strains than from my pipe can e?er flow ;) 
Here baye I heard a sweet bird noTer Sn [cease] 
To chide the river for its clamoroas din ; 
There seemed another in his song to tett, 
That what the fair stream said he liksd well ; 
And gomg farther beard another too. 
All varying still tn what the others do ; 
A little thence, a fourth with little pain 
Conned all their lessons, and then sung again ; 
So numberless the songsters are that sing 
In the sweet groves of the too careless spring. 
That I no sooner could the hearing lose 
Of one of them, but straight another rose, 
And perching deftly on a qnaking ipray 
Night tired herself, to make her hearer suy.** 

Is not this a sweet di^lay of fancy ? a description 
such as only a true poet could give 1 Who besides would 
think of making a bird chide the murmuring of a stream 
—or another singing and telling how well it Hked the 
sound ? A sterling old poet was William Browne, and 
so will our readers confess before we have done with 
him. Here is another specimen : 

EMPLOYMENT OF SHEPHERDS. 

** Some from the company removed are 
To meditate the songs they meant to play^ 
Or make a new round for next holyday ; 
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Some teles of lore their loTe-sick fellows told ; 

Others were seeking stakes to pitch the fold. 

This ell alone was meDding of his pipe ; 

That, for his lass, soaght fmita most sweet and ripe. 

Here, from the rest, a lonely shepherd's boj 

Site piping on a hill, as if his joy 

Would still endure, or else that age's past 

Should never make him think what he had lost. 

Tonder a shepherdess knita hy the springs, 

Her bands still keeping time to what she sings. 

By some sweet rtrer site a musing lad, 

That mourns the loss of what he sometimes had, — 

His love hy death bereft : — when fast by him 

An aged swain takes place, as near the brim 

Of his grave as of the river ; showing how 

That as those floods, which pass along right now. 

Are followed still by others from their spring. 

And in the sea have all their burying. 

• ••••• 

Thus sat the old man connselling the young ; 
While underneath a tree which overhung 
The silver stream (as some delight it took 
To trim ita thick boughs in the crystal brook) 
Were set a jocund crew of youthful swains 
Wooing their sweetings with delicious strains.*' 

We will undertake to commit to memory the wont 
poem which has been published within the last year, 
if any sensitive stickler for the ancients can produce a 
more beautiful passage on a similar subject translated 
into English. What can be finer than the old man, who 
is as near his grave as he is to the river-brim, sitting 
down to console the youth, and telling him that happi- 
ness like the- stream " has its burying." — But we here 
give the old man's words, which we omitted, to preserve 
the connecting pictures : 

'* Right so our times are known, our ages found ; 
Nothing is permanent within this round s 
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One age is now ; another that eoceeeds, 

Eztiiping all thing* which the former breede ; 

Another followt that, doth new timea raise, 

New jeara, new montha, new weeks, new hours, new daji ; 

Mankind thos goes like rivers to the spring, 

And in the earth have all their burying." 

Bnt what need have we to point out the beautiful group- 
ings of the picture ? a blind man could see them. He 
could fancj the little knot congregated on the sunny 
slope conning over their songs for the next holyday ; or 
hear the shepherdess singing beside the spring while 
she was knitting, the stream itself coming in with its 
rippling chorus, as it stepped in music over the pebbles, 
and 

" Her hands still keeping time to what she sang." 

The low laughter of the young couple hidden in the 
underwood seeking ripe fruits ; the lips of the shepherd- 
ess sweeter than the kernels of the clustering filberts. 
The boy sitting on the hill, and filling the valley with 
sweet sounds, peradventure piping to the fair rustic who 
sat knitting at the hill-foot, beside the stream. But we 
are " gilding refined gold !" we can feel the beauty of 
the picture, and leave others to contemplate it, as it 
stands, while we proceed with our extracts. 

SHEPHERDESS BATHING. 



-^As a berdess in a summer's day, 



Heat with the glorious sun's all-iearching ray, 
In the calm evening, leaving her fair flock, 
Betakes benelf unto a foam-girt rock, 
Where sitting to undo her buskins white 
And wash her ueat legs, — as her use each night,—- 
The enamoured flood, before she can unlace them, 
Rolls up his waves as hastening to embrace them. 
And though to help them some small gale do blow, 
And one of twenty can but reach her so ; 
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Yet will a nuuij little eaigee be 

Flashing npon the rock fall bnefly, 

And do the beet they can to kise her feet; 

Bat that their power and will, not equal meet." 

OLD ENGLISH GARDEN. 

**-^^-Here the cafioaa catting of a hedge, 
There, by a pond, the trimming of the aedge ; 
Here the fine setting of well-ahading treea, 
The walka there mounting op by email degrees, 
The giarel and the green eo equal lie. 
They, with the rest, draw on your lingering eye : 
Here the sweet smells that perfume the air, 
Arising from the infinite repair 
Of odoriferous buds, and herbe of price. 
As if it were another paradise, 
So please the smellmg sense, that you are fain 
Where last you walked to turn and walk again. 
There the small birds with their harmonious notee 
Sing to a spring that smileth as it fioats ; 
For in its face a many dimples show, 
And often skips as it did dancing go ; 
Here farther down an OTer>arehed alley. 
That from a hill goes winding in a TaUey, 
Tou apy at end thereof a standing lake. 
Where some ingenious artist striTes to make 
The water (brought in turning pipes of lead 
Through brids of earth moat lively fashioned) 
To counterfeit and mock the SyWaas all 
In singing well then* own set madrigal. 
This with no small delight retains yoor ear. 
And makes yon think none blest, but who lire here. 
Then in aaotber place the fruits that be 
In gallant clusters decking each good tree, 
Invite your hand to crop them from the stem, 
And likmg one, taste every eort of them ; 
Then to the arbours walk, then to the bowers. 
Thence to the walks again, and to the fiowera ; 
Then to the birda, and to the clear spring thence. 
Now pleasing one, and then another sense : 
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Han one walki oft, and yet anew begin^th, 
Aa if it were some hiidde» la^rioth : 
So loth to ^rt, and eo contest to ataf. 
That when the gard*ner kbecka for yoa t' away 
It gritvee you so to leave the pleasures in it, 
Ton almost wish that you had never seen it." 

Is he not a Bne old fellow ? how we wish to be with 
him in that old-fashioned garden with its circumspect 
hedges, its " well-shading trees," and dimpled springs, 

" That often skips, as it did dancing go :" 

And those ** birds of earth " singing their ^* own set ma- 
drigal ;" some tune perhaps composed by Bird himself, 
for he was a celebrated musician in Elizabeth's day, 
and might lend the " ingenious artist " his assistance. 
Then the gardener knocks when you are to go away^ 
bells were not so much in fashion in those days. So in 
Suckling, when the wedding dinner was ready, he says : 

** Just in the nick the cook knocked thrice. 
And all the waiters in a trice 
His summons did obey." 

Our next extract shall be a description of 

NIGHT. 

** Now great Hyperion left his golden throne, 
That on the dancing waves m glory shone ; 
For whose declining on the western shore 
The oriental hills black mantles wore, 
And thence apace the gentle Twilight fled. 
That had from hideous caverns ushered 
All-drowsy Night ; who in a car of jet 
By steeds of iron-gray is drawn through the sky : 
The helps of Darkness waited orderly. 
The pitchy curtains fell Hween earth and heaven, 
And as Night's chariot through the air was driven. 
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Clamoot grew dumb, unheard was thepheid'a aong. 
And Silence girt the wooda ; no warbUng Umgu€ 
Talked to iht pcko ; -aatyiv broke their dance, 
And all the upper woHd ky in a trance. 
Only the curled streams soft ehdings ksft ; 
And little gales, that from the green leaf swift 
Dry Summer* s dustbin fearful whisperings #ftrr'dy 
As loath to waken any singing bird." 

Find us, in tho whole range of poetry, a more beau- 
tiful description of Night than the above. It will loee 
nothing when read beside that splendid burst of Milton's, 
beginning with '* Next come still evening on," etc. Here 
we have the eastern hills mourning for the departure of 
the Son, and Twilight ushering in all-drowsy Night—- 
then flying back, as she lets fall her pitchy curtain, and 
her awful chariot gliding along, drawn by her grim and 
iron-gray steeds : " Clamour grows dumb ;" a silence 
falls upon the woods ; even Echo sleeps. On earth also 
all is still : read the last eight lines again and again, 
until the repose that hangs around them sink into the 
heart, and you never can forget them : — They are such 
sounds as seem to make the air<,more silent ; motions 
in which there is a tranquil rest just keeping the still- 
ness awake. But we must hasten on without pausing 
to mar his beauties with our remark. 

RIVERS. 

*' And e?ery river, with nnusaal pride, 
And dimpled cheek, rolls sleeping to the tide.*' 

A NTMPH. 

*' A banting nymph, awakened with hia moan- 
That in a bower near hand lay aU ak>ne, 
Twining her amall arma roand her alender waiat, 
That by no othera need to be embraced — 
Got up." 
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A CALM. 

** At still iS midnight were the tuUen w«Te8« 
And Neptane's ever-shaking, silvery breast, 
As smooth as when the halcyon builds her nest, 
None other wrinkles on his face were se«D, 
Than on the fertile mead or sportive greep 
Where nevei ploogh-share ript. — 
Tlie whistltng reeds opon the water's sM« 
Shot up their sharp heads in a stately pride, 
And not a binding osier bowed his head, 
But on his root him brarely caniAd ; 
No dandling leaf played with the subtil air^ 
So smooth the sea was — and the sky so fair." 

NTMPH AND PEARLS. 

" This said, she wept, low-leaning on her hand. 
Her briny tears down-raining on the sand ; 
Whifih seen by those who sport it in the seas 
On dolphins* backs— ihe fair Nereides— 
They came on shore, and slily as they fell, 
Conveyed esch tear into an oyster-shell. 
Turning those liquid drops to orient pearl." 

MUSIC ^N THE THAMES. 

** As I have seen when on the breast of Thames, 
A heavenly bevy of sweet Englinh dames. 
In some calm evening of delightful May, 
With music give a farewell to the Day ; 
Or as they would, with an admired tone. 
Greet Night's ascension lo her ebon Ihiooe, 
Ri^t with their melody, a thousand more 
Run to be wafted from the bounding shore." 

OLD TREE. 



-Its aged root, thick Imed with moes. 



Seemed as a shelter it had lending been 

Against cold winter's storms and wreakful teen : [sorrow] 

Or clad^the stem in summer with that hue 

His withered branches not a long time knew, 
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For in his hollow tnrnk and withered grain 
Tlie cnckoo now bad many a wmter lain, 
And thriving anta there laid their eggs in store ; 
The donnoose slept there, and a many more." 

TH£ HAWTHORN. 

" Among the many bode procUiming May, 
Decking the fields in holyday array, 
0triyi«g which shall surpass in bravery, 
MArk the fair blooming of the hawthorn tree : 
Who, ftneJf clothed in a rebe of white, 
Feeds foil the wanton eye with May*8 delight. 
Yet for the bravery that she is in, 
Doth neither handle card, nor wheel to spin, 
If iff ehangeth robes but twice — it never seen 
In other colours than in white or green.** 

Here is a string of old English pearls, put together 
at random, just as we would pull up a handful of wild- 
flowers in some sweet meadow ! Look at that river roll- 
ing sleepily along — ^how like the motion of calm water, 
gliding slumberously until it is awakened by the tide. 
Then the nymph sleeping alone ! and, twining her own 
small arms round her slender waist, dancing laughingly 
along — ^perhaps with her white hands clasped hehind 
her, her head half averted, and her ringlets streaming 
out like a No, we can find no comparison. 

Then, again, look at the calm — '' still as midnight,*'-— 
not a breath of wind blows even the reeds, that are 
agitated if a bird but flies over them, 

'* Shoot np their sharp heads '* 

erect ; the osiers too, limber things which we have bent 
into a thousand shapes, carry their heads bravely and 
straight up from the " stock,'* out of which, perhaps. 
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scores spring ; and if only one is set in motion, aU the 
rest are astir. But it was so still, that 

«* No dandliiig leaf played with the air ;" 

it would not eren ruffle the down upon the bosom of a 
doTe, 

** And where the dead leaf fell, there it would reat." 

Look at the melody of those lines on the Thames, 
how smoothly they flow along, 

** Like aome calm erening of deligfatfol Maj " 

ushered in by the song of the nightingale, which we 
can listen to, and watch star after star break forth at 
the same time, while a thousand little echoes 

** Ran to be wafted from the boanding shore.*' 

If thou art a dear lover of poetry, reader, thou wilt 
pardon a thousand faults in this yolume, for the sake of 
the snatches of " sweet verse ** which we have brought 
before thee. But our path is still onward, for we have 
many a fair flower yet to cull ; — and here are a few 
more of them, fresh and beautiful, as if they had just 
sprung from the bosom of May, in place of having stood 
nearly two centuries and a half: 

FLOWERS. 

*' The daiay, scattered on each mead and down, 
A gclien tuft wUkin a miver crcwn-^ 
Fair fall that dainty flower ! and may there be 
No shepherd graced that doth not honoar thee ! 
The primrose, when with six leaves got in grace, 
Maids as a true love in their bosoms place ; 



RURAL POSTRT. 395 

Tbe flpot]«t8 blj, hf whose pvro Imtm be 
Noted the chuto Uioaghte of virgm^j ; 
Canmttoiw sweet, with coloar like the fire ; 
The fit xeeemblance of iaflamed desire ; 
The harebell, for her itatnless azured hue, 
Claims to be worn of none bat those are tme ; 
The rose, like readj jooth, in beautj stands, 
And would be croppM by none but foirest hands ; 
The jeUow king-cops, Flora them assigned 
To be the badges of a jeakras mmd ; 
The orange-tewny marigold, the night 
Hides not her colour from a searching sight 
The columbine, in tawny often taken. 
Is thon ascribed to such as are forsaken ; 
Flora's choice buttons of a russet dye 
Is hope even in the depth of misery." 

GORGEOUS COLOURING. 

^ As in the rainbow's many-coloured hue 
Here see we wtUchet [light gray blue] deepened with a bine, 
There a dark tawny with a purple mizt — 
Yellow and flame, with streaks of green betwixt — 
A crimson stream into a blushing run, 
And ends still with the colour it begun ; 
Drawing the deeper to « lighter stain, 
Bringing the lighter to the deep again ; 
With such rare art each mingleth with its fellow. 
The blue with watchet, green and red with yellow : 
Like to the changes which vfe daily see. 
About the dove's neeft with variety, 
Where none can eay, though he it strict attends, 
Here one begins, and there the other ends : 
So did the-maidens with their Tarioos fl»wers 
Beck op their windows, and make neat their bowers : 
Using such colour as they did dispose 
The ruddy peony with the lighter rose ; 
The monk's- hood widi the bogloes ; and entwine 
The white, the blue, the flesh-like columbine ; 
With pinks, sweet- Williams ;^that, far off, the eye 
Could not the manner of their mixtures spy. 
P 
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Tbea with thoM iowen th^ moit of til did prisBt 

With all their Aillt tod in OMeicorioiM-wiM, 

On taib of herbs or mdiee, wmld they i 

A deinty border iDon^the ehepherd*e ] 

Or poeies make, aeqeaiBt, eo apt, eo rasa. 

As if the Mnaea only liviid there ; 

And that the after-worid should strive in vam 

What they then did to eoonterfett again.'* 

Had we been rich, uid lired in the dvyn of oar author, 
and heard him repeat those lines which we have marked 
in italics, for every word we would have given him a 
lump of gold, and for a device he should have worn a 
dove surrounded by a wreath of daisies — 

<' A golden tuft within a silver crown." 

We will wager our copy of Shakspeare— the greatest 
treasure we possess — ^against the worst volume of poetry, 
that there is not so beautiful a description of Uie daisy 
to be found in any language, in the same given number 
of words. But what is this even, beside the idea of 
bringing in the colouring of the dove's neck, after having 
tried to arrange the hues of the rainbow, examined every 
tint, and then gone over them again, to take at last the 
image from the neck of a dove to describe the effects of 
all those flowers, interwoven and crossed and softened 
one within the other. Oh ! he is a fine fellow — a true 
poet ! A bumper to the immortal memory pf William 
Browne ! were it Burgundy, we would drink it up— but 
the volumes that lie beside us are the true Hippocrene. 
Thank God for good poetry, it is truly a blessing and a 
luxury, in all weathers ! Another gem — 

AN ENGLISH MNDSCAPE. 



-A landscape that dotb stand 



Wrongfat by the penefl of some corions hand, 
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W6 miy oBuetf htm vomdoWf tura ft wood ; 
Hero ttandii^ pondt, and then t lumiiBg flood ; 
Haio oa some moont e hooee of pleesoro vaatadt 
Whero once the wamngcaimoDlMd been planted ; 
Then on a hill a awain pipee out the day, 
Oat-hwfing all the choiisten of May ; 
A hantaman here foUowa his cTy of honnds, 
Driving the hare along the fallow groanda ; 
Then in another place some high-raised land 
In pride bears ont her breaata onto the strand ; 
Here stands a bridge, and there a condoit-head, 
While round a May-pole some the measures tread ; 
There boy* the truant play and leaTo their book, 
Here stands an angler with a baited hook ; 
Thero for a stag one larks within a bough, 
Hero sits a maiden milkmg her white cow ; 
Thero on a goodly plain, by Time thrown down, 
Lies buried in its dost some aneient town, 
Whieh now, invillaged, then is only seen 
In its Tast ruins what its state hath been." 

0«r ne3Ct extract is a subject worthy the hand of 
Apelles — ^we scarcely remember among the many bean- 
tifai bits which we hare seen translated from the Greek, 
a finer and more chaste description of a 

MAIDEN UNROBING. 

" --^A lorely maideD, puro and chaste, 
With naked ivoty neck and gown unlaced. 
Within her chamber, when the day is fled. 
Makes poor her garments to enrich her bed ; 
First, puts she off her lily silken gown, 
That shrieks for sorrow as she lays it down» 
And with her arms graeeftha bodice fine, 
Embracing her as it would ne'te nntwine. 
Her flaxen hair, ensnaring all behokkia, 
She next peimita to ware about her shoaldei% 
And though she caet it back, the silken slips 
Still ibrwaid ateal, and hang upon her Ups, 
P2 
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Wheieat the, tweedy angry, with her Iteee 
Binds ap the wanton locka in enhoui traces. 
While twirling with her jointe each hair long lingers 
As loath to be enchained but by her fingeis.*^ 

MOTHER WAITING FOR HER BOT. 

** At her door, expecting him, his mother sate. 
Wondering her boy would stay from her so late ; 
naming for him unto herself excuses. 
And with such thoughts gladly herself abuses. 
As that her son, since day grew old and weak, 
Suyed with the maids to run at barley-break ; 
Or that he coursed a park with females ftaught. 
Who would not run except they might be caught ; 
Or in the thicket laid some wily snare 
To take the rabbit or the purblind hare ; 
Or taught his dog to catch the climbing kid ; — 
Thus shepherds do, and thus she thought he did." 

How very natural is the whole of this simple dbscrip* 
tion ! so like a fond old mother who loves, and has spcnlt, 
her child ; '* gladly abusing herself," framing a thou- 
sand fond excuses ; her heart beating all the time, lest 
something worse than she dare to think of has happen- 
ed. What a picture would it make ! — the fond anxiety 
pervading the old woman's countenance, starting at 
every sound — ^her cottage — ^but we know that our rea« 
ders will see and feel all that we would say, so we will 
again proceed with our extracts ; and here are three 
rural gems : 

SQUIRREL HUNTING. 

'* —A nimble squirrel from the wood, 
Ranging the hedges fftr his filbert food. 
Sits partly on a bough his brown nuts cracking, 
And from the shell the sweet white kernel taldng, 
When with their crooks and bags, a host of boys, 
To share with him, come with so great a noise 
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That he is forced to leaye a nut nigh broke, 
And for hie life leap to a neigfabooring oak ; 
Thence to a beech, thence to a row of aehee ; 
"While through the qnagmiree and red-wator-plashea 
The boys run, dabbling on throagh thick and thin ; 
One tears his hose, the other breaks his shin ; 
This, torn and tettored, hath, with much ado, 
Got throagh the briers — and that hath lost his shoe ; 
This drops his band, that headlong falls for haste ; 
Another cries behind for being Che last : — 
With sticks and stones, and many a sounding hollow, 
The little fool with no small sport they follow ; 
While he, iiom tree to tree, from spray to spray, 
Geto to the wood and hides him in his dray *' [nest.] 

The whole of this description is admirable — ^it is per- 
fect and true to Batore. Many a time have we hunted 
Che squirrel in the woods and plantations around our 
native home — ^have torn our clothes and lost our shoes, 
or got entangled among the brambles. Now climbing 
a tree, to drive him from his station, and ere we got 
half-way up, away he would bound, at one spring, to 
the next. Then what a hallooing we made when 
he chanced to fall to the ground, or, with the speed of 
thought, ran up the next stem, where he would sit on 
some slender branch rocking himself, and looking down 
upon us with his little bright dark eyes. Many a bite 
have we had from his small yellow teeth ere we cap- 
tured him, and made a prison-house of our hats. The 
perusal of this extract has seemed to take twenty years 
from off our shoulders — ^has made us boys again — and 
sent our thoughts into the merry green woods, recalling 
our happy and boyish days. . 

Our next quotation is also beautiful, and brings back 
another familiar scene, when with bag and crook we 
•allied forth a 
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NUTTING. 



'* — — A« a wanderiag boj to gather natt, 
A booked pole he from a hazel euii ; 
Now throwa it hen, theo there, to take eome hoU^ 
Bnt bootlew and in Tain : the loclgr nM>ld 
Admita no crann j, where his haiel hook 
Might pionuie him a etep^ till in a nook 
Somewhat aboye his reach, he hath espied 
A little oak, and haying often tried 
To catch a bough with standing on hia toe» 
Or losing ap, yet not prevailing ao^ 
He roUa a stone toward the little tree. 
Then, getting on it, fastens warily 
Hia pole into a boogh, and at hia drawing 
The early rising crow with cbunorooe cawiag, 
Laevii^ the green boogl^ ffiea about the rock. 
While twenty-twenty couplea to him flock. 
And now within his reach the thin leaves yrave ; 
With one hand only then he holds his stave. 
And with the other grasping first the leaves, 
A pretty bough he in hie hand receives ; 
Then to his girdle making last the hook. 
His other hand another bough hath took : 
His first a third, and that, another givee 
To bri^g him to the place '* 

We regret that he has not brought as noisy a group 
into his nutting scone as he has done in the former 
extract ; for excellent as it is, we like the description of 
squirrel hunting much better ; there is more life about 
it: however, this scene was too rural to be omitted. 
Now for a specimen of an 

ANGLER. 

" Now as an Angler melancholy standing 
Upon a green bank, yielding room for landing, 
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A wriggiuig ylkm worn thnitt «n fab hook, 
Now in tha midat fae throws, thon in a nook ; 
Hero puUo hb lino, there thiowa it in again. 
Mending hie hook and bait, bat all in fain : 
Long doth he stand viewing the cnrled atream ; 
At last ahvngiy pike, or Wigtown bream, 
Snatoh al the wonn, and hasten faat awiay ; 
He knowing it a fish of stnhbom swaj. 
Pulls up his rod, bat soft ; as haying skill 
Wherewith the hook Cut holds the fish's gill.— 
Then all the line he freely yieldeth him, 
While foxioasly all np and dewn dolh awim 
The ensnamd fiah ; here on the top doth send. 
There nndemeath the banks, then in the mnd. 
And with his frantfe fita ao searee the ahoal. 
That each one takes his hide or starting hole : 
By thia the pike, clean weaned, nndemealh 
A wiUow liee." 

Never did honest old Izaak Walton land a jack better 
than is here described. How hungry he comes up ! — 
a snatch, and the float is overhead— one pull, and the 
hook is in his gills. The angler gives him plenty of 
Une, and away he goes ! plashing here and there, now 
on the surface, then plunging down fathoms deep, and 
afirighting every minnow in the stream, untfl, weak and 
wearied, he is brought up under the twisted root of an 
dd willow, and needs not even a landing net to turn up 
his silver beUy on the velvet sward. Not that, after all, 
we should like to trust one of our fingers in his jaws — 
sharp teeth have those voracious jacks, in dieir croco- 
dile-shaped heads. Here follows a few beautiful lines 
on 

YOUNG BIRDS. 

** As Kttle wrens but newly fledge. 
First by their nests hop np and down the hedge ; 
Then one from boogh to boogfa geta np a tree. 
His fellow noting lus agHity, 
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Thinki 1m as well may rentare •■ the other. 
So fluakenag from ooe apray to aoother 
Geta to the top, and then emboldened flies 
Unto a height past kea of human eyea." 

Our next extracts shall be brief and various, for we 
hare a great wish to make our readers fall in love with 
this old and almost forgotten poet. 

VILLAGE WEDDING. 

'* I oft have aeen upon a bridal-day 
Fall many maida clad in their best array, 
In honour of the bride eome with their flasketa 
Filled full of flowers ; others in wicker baskets 
Bring from the marsh rashes, to o*erspread 
The giound whereen t&choich the lorers trsad : 
While that the quaintest yonth of aU the train 
Ushers their way with many a piping strain.'* 

SOLITUDE. 

" Between those hills bad nature framed a walk. 
Not OTer dark, nor light, in angles bending, 
And like the gliding of a snake descending : 
AU hashed and silent aa the mid of night, 
No chattering pie, nor ciow, appeared in aight ; 
But farther in I heard the turtle-dove. 
Singing sad dirges on her lifeless tore. 
Birds that compassion from the rocks could brings 
Had only license in that place to aing, 
Whoae doleful notes the melancholy cat 
Gloae in a hollow tree aat wondering at.'* 

A RILL. 

** So when the pretty rill a place espies. 
Where with the pebbles she would wantonise ; 
And that her upper stresm so much doth wrong her. 
To drive her thence and let her play no longer ; 
If ahe with too loud murmurings ran away 
As being much incensed to leave her play ; 
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A WMtem mild, and pretty whispering gale. 
Came dallying with the leares along the dale, 
And teemed aa with the water it did chide, 
Because it ran so long dhpaoified ; 
Tea, and methought it bade her leave that coil, 
Or it would choke her up with leayes and foil ; 
Whereat the rivulet in my mind did weep, 
And hurled her head into a silent deep." 

THE SEASONS. 



-The Year hath first his jocund Spring, 



Wherein the lesTes, to birds, sweet carrolling, 
Dance with the wind : then seen the Summer's day 
Perfect the embryo blossom of each spray : 
Next Cometh Autumn, when the threshed sheaf 
Loseth his grain, and eyery tree his leaf : 
Lastly cold Winter's rage, with many a storm, 
Threats the proud pines which the high hills adorn. 
And makes the sap leave succourless the shoot, 
Shrinking to comfort its decaying root." 

DESOLATE HOUSE. 

" I sought for shelter in a ruined house. 
Harbouring the weasel and the dust-bred mouse ; 
And others none, except the two-kind bat. 
Which all the day there melancholy sat : 
Here sat I down with wind and rain sore beate ; 
Grief fed my mind, and did my body eat." 

LEAVING SCHOOL. 

*' As children on a play-day leave the schools, 
Anil gladly run into the swimming pools ; 
Or in the thickets all with nettles stung. 
Rush to despoil some sweet thrush of her young ; 
Or with their hats, for fish, lade in a brook 
Withouten pain — ^but when the mom doth look 
Out of the eastern gates, a snail would faster 
Glide to the school, than they unto their master." 
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BLACKSMITH. 

'< Af when a tintth and hit bub, lame Vidcan'e Mlowi, 
Called from the anrfl or the paffiog heUowa, 
To dap a well-wroagfat ahoe, for mora than pay, 
Upon a atabbom nag of Oalloway, 
Or mibacked jaBBet» ora Flander'a mave. 
That at the forge atanda anuffiog np the air, 
Tkelnoartkif anUik jptte m Au bmek-korn Jut, 
And hida hia man bring ont the fivefold twiat, 
Hia ahaeklea, ahacUocka, hampera, gyrea, and ohaina — 
When if a carrier*a jade be brought nnto him, 
Hia man can hold hia foot while he eao ahoe him." 

There's a blacksmith's fist for you 1 not over clean 
— ^but no matter — is it not a strong, sturdy line ? you 
see the man while reading it. You would not like to 
haye a blow from the " buck-horn fist " of the '< swarthy 
smith ;*' and if you told him it was very filthy to spit 
in it, he would soon answer that you knew nothing of 
his trade ; that you had never handled a smooth, bright 
hammer-shaft, nor had to shoe an ** unbacked jennet" 
Look again at the description of the " Ruined House " 
and " Solitude," the house so ruinous that even the 
melancholy but clung to its rafters, and the weasel went 
shrieking under its rotten floors, frightening the '' dust- 
bred mouse " again into its hole. What a place to sit 
down in, after having faced the cutting wind and the 
beating rain, which eren then came thundering through 
the roof! to sit shivering among bats, and weasels, and 
rotting rafters, while grief was feeding at the heart ! 
What a place to die in ! And his Solitude, how soli- 
tary ! neither ** dark nor light," but gloomy as a vault ; 
and the eyes of that wild-cat burning in the old hol- 
low tree, and looking out like a fiend upon the dusky 
silence : while amid the deep umbrage-^a fitting voice 
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Cmt sncli a shadowy land — j(m hear the mournful oop- 
ing of a melancholy dore ; the sound comes floating 
down those snake-like paths here and there overhung 
with m^erwood. What a place to sit in and read Mac- 
beth ! Then again, that " Rill ;" what a change from 
the gloom and solitude we have dwelt among ; fretting 
and playing so prettily among the pebbles, living and 
looking as innocent as a child, its waters clear and 
bright as the tears of a maiden! Beautiful must it 
have looked as it ^ wantoniaed " among those pebbles, 
running here and there like a gleam of light; now 
ahaking the stem of a flower, and learing it trembling 
at its own shadow, then murmuring and taking it hard 
to be driven on by a stronger current, that went rushing 
along above, and would scarcely give it time to iret 
out a farewell to the pleasant companions it had been 
dallying with. Then the wind to come whispering its 
threatenings, as if to tell it that, unless it moved on, 
and watered the neighbouring valleys, it would spoil 
its purity. Ah ! reader, this is a sweet little allegory : 
a factoiy-child, frightened from play by his stem task- 
master, or any gentle-hearted human being driven from 
its solace and happiness by brutal power, which comes 
whispering at first, — ^no ! the wind is not savage enough 
— but still we could twist it into a thousand shapes 
and foolish comparisons, for it is indeed 



-Silly tooth. 



And dallies with the innocence of love 
Like the olden t 



'Tis strange how fond we are of these quaint conceits, 
and have been ever since the neighbours called us 
" daft-looking, gauking lads, that went about with 
books in their fists over fields and woods, as if they 
meant to make away with themselves." Ay, and long 
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before we can scarcely remember the time that a stream 
did not awaken pleasant or melancholy thoughts in onr 
memories ; even when we were children we loved to 
watch a little spring that threw up a column of sand 
not higher than a daisy. If any clever person asked 
us why we loved it, we could not even tell them now, 
and yet we could talk an hour upon the matter ; we 
loved that little spring as we yet love to hear the song 
of the skylark — ^to look upon a flower — to gaze in the 
sweet face of an infant, or any other such silly fond- 
ness, which we would not wish to become wise to 
forego, but rather stand to be laughed at and remain 
happy in our own blissful ignorance. 

But we must speedily bring our extracts to a close, 
and shall therefore proceed, without farther apology, 
well aware that their beauty will make ample recom- 
pense for the space they occupy. 

MAY DAY. 

** I have seen the Lady of the May 
Sit in an arboar, (on a faolyday,) 
Built by the May-Pole, where the jocund swaina 
Dance with the maidens to the bagpipes' strains, 
When envious night commands them to be gone. 
Call for the merry youngsters one by one, 
And for their welt performance soon disposes, 
To this a garland interwore with roses, 
To that a carved hook, or well-wroaght scrip ; 
Gracing another with her cherry lip ; 
To one her garter, to another then 
A handkerchief cast o*er and o*er again : 
And none returning empty that hath spent 
His pains to fill their rural merriment.'* 

MOTHER AND CHILD. 

<* A mother kind, walks forth in the even, 
She with her little ton for pleasure given, 
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To tread the fringed banks of an amoioaB flood. 
That with its music courts a aallen wood, 
Where, eTer talking with her only bliss, 
That now before and then behind her is, 
She stoops for flowers, the choicest may be had, 
And bringing them to please her little lad, 
Spies in his hand some banefiil flower or weed 
Whereon he 'gins to smell, perhaps to feed. 
With a more earnest haste she runs nnto him 
And pulls them from him." 

GIRL LEARNING MUSIC. 

''As when a maid taught iiom her mother's wing 
To tune her yoice unto a silver string, 
When she should run she rests, rests when should run, 
And ends her lesson having now began ; 
Now miaseth she .her stop, then in her song, 
And doing her best she still again is wrong ; 
Begins again, and yet again strikes false,^ 
Then in a chafe forsakes her rirginals ; 
And yet within an hour she tries anew, 
That with her daily pains— art's chiefest dne-^ 
She gains that charming skill." 

EVENING. 

" But, maiden, see, the day is waxing old. 
And 'gins to shut in with the marigold ; 
The neat-herd's kine do bellow in the yard. 
And daiiy-maidens, for the milk prepared. 
Are drawing at the ndder : long ere now 
The ploughman hath unyoked his team from plough." 

FANCY. 

*< To keep her slender fingers from the sun 
He through the pastures oftentimes hath run 
To pluck the speckled fozglores from their stem. 
And on her fingers neatly placed them. 
The honeysuckles would he often strip, 
And lay their sweetness on her sweeter lip. 
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And (h6D» as a reward for such aweet pain, 
Sip from those cherries some of it again. 
« * * * 

So many beaoties were eo-mized in one, 
That all delight were dead if she were gone. 
Shepherds that in her clear eyes did delight, 
While they were open never held it night ; 
And were they shnt, althoa^ the morning gray 
Galled up the son, they hardly thought it day ; 
The roses on her cheeks, sach at each turn 
PhflBbus might kiss, but had no power to bom ; 
From her sweet lips distil sweets sweeter too 
Than firom a cheny half-way cut in two. 
Some say the nimble-witted Mercury 
Went late disguised, professing psalmesterie, 
And milk»niaid*s fortunes told about the land, 
Only to get a touch of her soft hand." 

AUTUMN. 

<* In Autumn, when birds cease their notes. 
And stately forests don their yellow coats, 
When Ceres' golden locks are nearly shorn, 
And mellow fruit from trees are roughly torn, 
And little lads sit on a bank to shale 
The ripened nuts, plucked in a woody vale." 

SIMIIfE. 

*< He saw an elm embraced by a vine. 
Clipping so strictly, that they seemed to be 
One in their growth— one shade, one fruit, one tree ; 
Her boughs his arms, his leaves so miz'd with hers, 
That with no wind he moved but straight she stirs,— 
As showing all should be whom love combined." 

NEGLECTED VINE. 

** With hanging head I have beheld 
A widow vine stand in a naked field, 
Unhusbanded, n^leeted, all forlorn ; 
Browsed on by deer, by cattle cropp'd and torn, 
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Unpropp'd, amoeooaTM l^ ttake w trae, 
From wreakfal ttonns* hnpatuous tynmiy, 
'When, had a willing hand lent kind rtdroM, 
Her preg^nant branches might from ont the |MreM 
Have fent a liqnor, both for taste and show, 
No less dinne than those of Malligo." 

NIGHT. 

** The sable mantle of the silent Night 
Shat from the world the ever-joysome light ; 
Care fled away, and softest slombers please 
To leave the eoort for lowly cottages ; 
Wild beasts forsook their dens on woody hiOs, 
And sleightfal otters left the purling rills ; 
Hooks to their nests in high woods now were flung, 
And with their spread wings shield their naked yoong ; 
When thieres from thickets to the cross-ways stir. 
And terror frights the lonely psssenger ; 
When naught was hesrd but now and then the howl 
Of some Tile cor, or whooping of the owl.'* 

MOKPONO. 

** Twice had the cock crown, and in cities strong 
The bellman's doleful noise and careful song ^ 
Told men, whose watchful eyes no slumber bent. 
What store of hours theft-guilty Night had spent" 

DESOLATION. 

*' Near to the shore that bordered on the rock 
No merry swain was seen to feed his flock, 
No lasty neat-herd thither drove his kine, 
Nor boorish hog-herd fed his rooting swine. 
A stony gioond it was, sweet herbage failed. 
Naught there bat weeds, which Limos, strongly nailed, 
Tore from their mother's breast to stuff his maw ; 
No crab tree bore his load, nor thorn his haw : 
As in a forest well complete with deer. 
We see the hoDies, ashes, everywhere 
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Robbed of Ihdr olodiiDg bj tho brownng game ; 
So, near the rock, all treea, where'er you came, 
To cold December'a wrath stood fotd of bark. 
Here danced no nymph, no etarly riaing kark 
Sung up the ploughman and his dro^Oty mai^ 
All roand the rock waa bare and deaokte.'* 

LOVERS PARTING. 

** Look as a lorer, with a lingering kiaa. 
About to part with the best half that's his ; 
Fain would he stay, but that he fears to do it, 
And curseth time for so fast hasteung to it ; 
Now takes his leare, and yet begins anew 
To make less rows than are esteemed true ; 
Then says, he must be gone, and then doth find 
Something he should hare spoke that's out of mind ; 
And while he stands to look for it in her eyes, 
Their sad sweet glance ao tie his faculties. 
To think from what he parts, that he is now 
As far from learing her, or knowing how, 
As when he came ; begins his former strain, 
To kiss, to row, and take his lesTO again ; 
Then turns, comes back, sighs, pants, and yet doth go, 
Apt to retire, and loath to leave her so : — 
So part L" 

And so part we with reluctance from our task, not 
having quoted half the passages we had marked. But 
we have done enough to call attention to the writings 
of this sterling old English author, and have no doubt 
but that we shall soon see a cheap reprint of his works ; 
for we are certain that they are calculated both to amend 
the head and heart. 

Our extracts hare not been fairly made, as we hare 
attempted to give those which bear upon rural scenery, 
rather than such as are marked by their general bearing 
in the work, and the harmony of their connexion. Thus 
we have been compelled to break the sweet links of his 
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song, and voTy often to add a word or two of our own, 
totoing in the passages best suited for our purpose. 
We have, however, done a duty which we felt bound to 
accomplish ; and although we are certain that it re- 
quired ableir hands than our own for such a task, yet 
have we done it to the best of our ability, conscious 
that, whatever may be the results, we mean well to our 
readers and the public. 

Although we have not always made such quotations 
as our own judgment pointed out as the best, yet we do 
think, among those which we have selected, passages 
will be found of great and varied power ; such as will 
prove that the author is a true genius, and that, if even 
he possesses nothing more, he is worthy of being placed 
among the best of our pastoral and rural poets. His 
close observation of nature we have in many instances 
so clearly pointed out, that no one can mistake the beauty 
of the passages. We could have been content to have 
read his works — to have taken them out with us into 
the fields, and there enjoyed their beauties alone, had 
we not felt it a duty to make others partakers of our 
enjoyment, and do something toward bringing about a 
more pure taste for poetry. We know our own position 
well ; for, humble as it is, it gives us the power of doing 
either good or evil, to a limited extent ; and we would 
not be numbered among those who labour without an 
object ; — and shall be disappointed if we do not make 
our readers acquainted with " Britannia's Pastorals and 
the Shepherd's Pipe," written by the almost forgotten 
William Browne. 
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Oh ! she was good as she was fair, 
NoDe — ^Done on earth above her ! 
As pure in thought as angels are : 
To know her was to love her. 

RooKKs's Jaefueline. 

It has been one of my chief objects in this rolume 
to give as much variety to the matter as I well could, 
that every reader might find something to suit his own 
particular taste. In my present sketch I purpose to give 
a simple love-story-^a tale of a youth and a maiden 
who passed most of their hours in an old wood, and 
lived almost as secluded as ring-doves. He was one 
of those whom Fate seemed to have ordained for great 
things ; then given up, as if she shrunk from fulfilling 
his destiny. But he is gone, like a flower which the 
river sweepeth away, and leaveth to perish on some 
untrodden margin ; and she is also dead. 

Strange was their meeting. He had wandered into 
the old wood to read Shakspeare's " Tempest/* for the 
first time. Oh ! how I envy the youth who has never 
read the Tempest, and has such a wood as that to wan- 
der in, with the soul of a poet to enjoy its inimitable 
beauties ! One who can fancy that the rustling of the 
leaves is the sound of the ocean — ^that the singing of 
the birds is the wild music that floated around that 
lonely island — that the gloomy glen is the cavern in 
which Prospero and Miranda dwelt, and the barking of 
Q2 
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the fox the sound of Caliban's roice gnimbling in the 
distance. 

The day had been sultry, and the erening came in 
still and close and airless ; one of those breathless 
evenings in summer which precede a storm ; when the 
hushed air by its silence seems to herald in the rain 
and thunder. Nor was it long before the storm arose, 
and the youth started at the first loud peal that rung 
through the forest ; for the tempest which Shakspeare 
had conjured up still went sounding through his ears, 
nor did he awake to a full consciousness of its reality, 
until the rain came tearing down like a mountain tor- 
rent, and the thunder went growling over the gloomy 
glen ; while the red- winged tightoing flew like a fiery 
dragon between the huge trees. 

On, however, the youth bore through the tangling 
brambles and the wet underwood, sometimes threading 
his way through the drenched and reed-like grass; 
then bringing down another shower around him as he 
brushed through the broad-leafed hazels, until he came 
to where two footpaths branched -off in different direc« 
tions, and while hesitating which of them to pursue, 
he was startled by the appearance of a man. The 
stranger wore a long-frock, and carried a long staff in 
his hand, and while the youth gazed upon him and his 
dog, he thought how Prospero had often wandered 
through such solitudes with the savage Caliban follow- 
ing at his heels, only kept in subjection by the myste- 
rious wand which he wielded. But the stranger spoke 
not of "cloud-capped towers, gorgeous palaces, nor 
solemn temples," but kindly invited him into his hut 
until the storm abated. 

Wild as the cave of Prospero was that sylvan shed 
into which the worthy Gamekeeper invited his guest : 
the green Dryads of the wood had thrown their wild- 
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est garlands around it, and orer its thatched and torf- 
like roof east many a wild plant, which grew in a thou- 
sand fanciful forms, some hanging from the eaves and 
swinging in the air, while others hung in fantastic curls, 
and formed a green and natural curtain before the dia* 
mond-shaped lattice. Logs of wood were placed in 
Tegular layers before the hut, and the youth half avert- 
ed his head, as he entered, to look for Ferdinand, for 
he thought he yet might have " some thousands of 
those logs to pile up, upon a sore injuction." 

The poet entered the cave, for such his fancy deem- 
ed it ; and never did a lovelier vision burst upon human 
eye than that which rose before him ; like Ferdinand 
did he gaze upon it wonder-strack ; for never did mor- 
tal form a]^ar so like a goddess, nor could the fair 
daughter of the lonely island look lovelier than did that 
Miranda of the wood. Then stole forth the bubbling 
honey of her speech, like the murmurs of Hybla, ma- 
king the senses drowsy beneath their melodies ; and 
die light leaped brighter in her eyes when she found 
that her father was not very wet ; and she reached the 
youth a chair, casting her glance in modest guise upon 
the floor while she invited him to be seated ; then she 
threw moie logs upon the fire, which, when they burnt, 

*^ Did teem to w«ep ibr haTing wearied her." 

Margaret^s was a beauty that can only be dreamed of ; 
it was so shy, so wild and untrained, and had such a 
forest and flowery look about it, that it seemed not 
formed to gaze upon, but, like the graceful and skip- 
ping fawn, was only bom to show itself now and then 
in some picturesque opening of the wood, then bound 
away, and appear again just where the sunlight broke 
upon the patch of velvet green beyond the glade in the 
distance ; or like some wood-nymph, made to fly with 
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her hands crossed archwise abore her head, and her 
long hair flowing loose, while her azure drapery, float- 
ing cloud-like, fluttered at intervals between the sound- 
ing of her low laughter, as she shot through the deep 
umbrage. Never had poet in his happiest mood con- 
jured up a fairer form, when, stretched by green and 
flowery banks, he heard the brawling brook babbling 
to itself, as he turned his eye skyward, and, in the shift- 
ing light and quivering sunbeams, saw angelic shapes 
passing to and fro between himself and the clouds. 

Happy was the young poet that the storm had driven 
him into so sweet a shelter, and the presence of such 
beauty. Her father was well read in Shakspeare, and 
she also was familiar with the immortal Bard, and many 
a sweet smile lighted up her beautiful brows, when the 
youth compared their hut to Prospero's cave, and the 
sounds which broke around them in the forest to Ariel's 
voice. Then the old Gamekeeper fell in with the hu- 
mour of his guest, and calling his lovely daughter Mi- 
randa, bade her l»ring forth a cup of the oldest ale ; 
then patted his shaggy " Caliban," which lay out- 
stretched on the hearUi, saying, that while he basked 
there he was in no danger of being "frighted with 
urchin shows, or pitched i' the mire, nor would any 
hedge-hog lie tumbling in his footway, and mount 
their pricks up at him." Then the youth gazed fondly 
upon the woodland beauty, and thought how pleasant 
it would be to wander with her through 

" —Each lane, and every alley green, 
Dingle, or bnshy dell of that wild wood, 
And every boeky boom from tide to side ;*' 

to lead her to " the best springs ; to pluck her berries ; 
to gather wood for her ; bring her where the crabs grew 
and the clustering filberts hung ; to show her a jay'a 
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neat," or sit down beside her in a wood " so full of 
noises, sounds, and sweet airs, that give delight and 
hurt not." 

So the evening passed in calm enjoyment, over which 
was thrown a dreamy pleasure : for a bright vision of 
beauty then filled the youthful poet's soul ; the image of 
Margaret had imprinted itself upon his heart ; every word 
she uttered sank like the feeling of rich music into his 
bosom, and went thrilling through his whole frame, for 
never had such beauty met his eye, 

" So perfect and so peerlesB, as if created 
Of every creatoress best." 

The moonlight broke brightly upon the wild woodpaths 
when he departed, and where the summer rain hung 
upon the gorse and bracken, it glittered like beads of 
purest pearl. The silence of the forest seemed to fall 
more holy upon his heart, through having discovered the 
treasure enshrouded amid its solitude ; and every tall 
tree as it waved adieu seemed more lovely than before, 
since it screened the abode of one so peerless. 

Lightly beat the lover's heart as he journeyed home- 
ward, and, kindled with the new sensations which it had 
received, sent a wild glow of delight over him — ^the 
roseate breaking of the morning of love — ^the rising sun 
of a new era in his life. The last words he heard her 
utter were, *^ good night," and every step he took seemed 
to ring back the sound, every bough that waved seemed 
to whisper it ; he saw her face in the moon ; the stars 
bore a soft resemblance to her eyes ; her shadow swept 
over the long grass ; her voice was ever sounding in his 
ears. A new world had opened before him, and feelings 
to which he had hitherto been a stranger had taken a 
firm hold of his soul ; his heart tingled as it never before 
had done, saving when the bursting pathos of poetry 
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Struck throagb and was felt in every rein ; then indeed 
he knew that love and poetry were divine, and each 
alike held power over the heatt. 

The youth walked along, and Margaret's eyes ever 
seemed to haunt him as he went, laughing through their 
silken lashes fa if they had no more care than the stars, 
and only looked on him because they had no other ob- 
ject to rest upon. He was in love, deeply and madly in 
love ; for first love is but the true happiness of madness, 
when heart, and soul, and mind are all lost in absorbing 
passion. The moon rode high in the midnight of Hen- 
ven when he regained his home ; he lifted the latch of 
his cottage-door noiselessly; he glided to his couch 
silent as a shadow, and the crimson dawn broke blush* 
ing through the wakeful east ere he fell asleep. Bat hia 
was no tranquil slumber^-the dreamy poetry of Shak- 
speitf e and the fair form of Margaret reigned over the 
wide empire of sleep, the cloudy curtaining that fell over 
his eyelids but unrolled itself to develope the figures 
which were inwrought thereon, and which his fancy 
had created. 

The lover dreamed that he was wrecked on a wild 
sea-shore ; he heard the breakers roaring on the rocky 
coast, and the voices of mariners in distress ; and when 
these sounds glided away, he heard wild music in the 
air, floating high above the tall green rocks, until it was 
lost amid the silvery-bosomed clouds, which had broken 
through the dark rack to listen to that harmony. Then 
came Ariel's voice singing snatches of wild sea-songs, 
but in a tone of voice that sounded like Margaret's. 
Anon the scene changed, and he became a forester, and 
lived in the sylvan cottage with the fair maiden whose 
form had haunted his slumber ; he saw her face in the 
ivied porch waiting his return, and as she rushed out to 
meet him, she fell over her father's bleeding corse. Ho 
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uttared aleud shriek and awoke. The sftn bvoke bright- 
ly upon his white window-blinds when he arose, and 
the shadow of the old wi|k>w that grew without, threw 
- its chequered and waring branchea on the curtain, and 
the long lea?es moved to and fro with a gentle and plea* 
sing motion, and chased away the remembrance of the 
aw&l rision which had awoke him. 

How light seemed the poet's labour on the following 
day ! a pleasant employment, like his who toils up some 
steep hill and is rewarded with a riew of the sweetest 
of prospects when he has gained the summit ; for he 
knew that the perusal of Shakspeare, a visit to the wood, 
and above aU, an interview with Margaret, would be his 
reward in the evening, for the kind Gramekeeper had 
inrited him to call whenever he had leisure. Love 
reigns not in all bosoms alike ; where, however, it does 
really exist there can be no affectation; and trebly 
guarded must that bosom be which can long conceal it ; 
for like a plant, which although we cannot see how it 
grows, yet a few congenial days soon show the progress 
it has made, and we know for certain that it increases 
rapidly, though unobserved by human eye. So pro* 
greased the poet's love, growing on with a power of 
which he was scarcely conscious, and only weighing 
upon him heavily when he was unsunned by the light 
of his wood-n3rmph's eyes. 

An unmeet wooer would he have been in princely 
halls, amid crimson ottomans and the waving folds of 
silken drapery, and floors on which the feet tread with- 
out awakening a sound ; where beauty sits stately and 
erect, and innocence is schooled into a thousand false 
and foolish forms, and nature only rendered unnatural ; — 
an unmeet wooer would he have been for scenes like 
these. But in those old parks, where the antlered deer 
browse, where the clouds sleep mirrored in the deep and 
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clear waters, and the trees cast a green twilight upon 
the flowers that grow under them ; there could he have 
made the proud bosom of beauty glow, while he told how 
Juliet loved, and Viola won another, while she concealed 
her own passion ; how Ophelia was drowned in a brook 
when the "envious sliver" snapped; and how poor 
Barbara went singing, " willow, willow," with her head 
hanging on one side, until the love-lorn maiden's sorrow 
pierced the tender heart of Desdemona. 

But the age of romance is gone, the gloomy grandeur 
of chivalry is faded away, or can only be recalled to 
flicker out its feeble flame for a short hour in the brief 
pages of a few dreamers like myself. The Great Ma- 
gician, whose wand waved the past ages into life, is 
dead, and his magic rod 

" Buried deeper than did ever plummet sound." 

The days are gone in which the bard struck his harp 
in beauty's bower, and the high-boin damsel sighed in 
the pale moonlight for a home with the minstrel page. 
The banner which waved on the high keep has long 
since mouldered away ; — the grating chains of the draw- 
bridge, the thunder of the portcuUis as it fell, the sound 
of the trumpet that 

" Spake to wake the armed throng," 

will never again be heard ; — the clanking mail of the 
warrior has sent its last echo under the gloomy and 
vaulted gateway. 

The nightingale alone sings as sweetly in the deep 
forests as of old, and sends its music over the ruined 
mound on which the gray fortress stood, as blithely now 
as when the harp sounded in the hall, and the chorus of 
the wassailers echoed over the moonlit moat, and the 
warder kept march to their fude melody. 
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So time glides ; so must it be supposed to have glided 
over a short space of our stoxy — a few glad meetings 
and silent partings, when the heart was too full to utter 
all it felt, and the lips closed of their own accord upon 
the confession, and the downcast glance was too modest 
to look boldly where it loved. It was a sweet evening 
toward the close of summer, when the young poet, as 
usual, wandered to the sylvan hut ; it was just at that 
season when the glaring green on the trees becomes 
subdued, but is scarcely touched by th» yellow-handed 
autumn — ^when the com begins to whisper to the breeze 
that steps lightly above it, but has not caught that clear, 
sharp rustling which it attains when fully ripe. It was 
the season when summer is shorn of its sweetness — 
when the rich bean and clover fields have ceased to 
throw out their fragrance, and the new hay no longer 
makes the air redolent with its balmy odour. On such 
an evening did he reach the lonely hut, and Margaret 
sat sewing beneath the ivied porch, and carolling an 
old £nglish ballad to herself, as if she were the only 
song-bird left to awaken the woods with music ; for 
many a feathered chorister that had built and sung 
around her woodland home had gone in search of an- 
other summer beyond the seas. William inquired if 
her father was in, and was told, in a voice all music, 
that he had gone his usual rounds in the wood, having 
waited some time for his company ; but that now her 
father had come, she would walk with him— and she 
stepped inside to reach down her gipsy bonnet, and it 
was soon placed above the bright brown ringlets that 
fell in rich profusion over her graceful shoulders, and 
cast a soft shadow over the loveliest eyes that ever bent 
down to gaze upon a violet. On they went, arm-in-arm^ 
by a wild woodpath that wound beside a brawling brook. 



252 RURAL SKETCHES. 

and here and there murmured as it stole away over the 
clear smooth pebbles, then rolled noiselessly as sleep 
along, beneath the shadows of the overhanging trees, 
the bonghs of which now and then waved and whispered 
above, while a low fluttering went along the foliage of 
the underwood. The stream reflected back the image 
of her beanty, as it also caught the rays of the sinking 
sun, which was then fast verging to the west — and while 
she paused to watch the few flowers that were swayed 
idly to and fro by the current, she seemed as if mirrored 
upon a fountain of molten gold. Sometimes the wind 
paused, as if to dally with her long ringlets, then stole 
away again, after having swept them across the budding 
roses of her lips, or thrown ^em upon the struggling 
and delicate crimson of her cheeks. 

As the lovers wandered along by the stream, the path 
became so narrow that they could no longer walk 
together, and Margaret passed on a few paces before 
him. A bramble had arched its armed neck across the 
winding walk, and while stooping to remove it a thorn 
lodged in her finger; a rude bench stood at a little 
distance, and seating herself upon it, she held our her 
hand to William, who quickly, and without causing her 
much pain, extracted the sharp intruder. Still her hand 
remained enclosed within his, nor did she withdraw it 
— and for several moments they sat listening to the low 
plashing of the stream and the louder beating of each 
other's hearts, until his arm gently enfolded her slender 
waist, and she sank her face upon his shoulder, to con- 
ceal the deep blushes with which it had become sufliised. 
Then came a faint whispering — ^a low exchange of 
names — but so feeble that it scarcely rose above the 
drowsy murmurs of the stream, as if " William " and 
"Margaret'* had unconsciously escaped from each 
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Other's lips — ^had been rather thought than said — ^the 
anpremeditated utterance of the heart which spoke in 
that deep interchange of love. 

But what boots it here to record the gentle vows they 
swore and the tender confessions they made ? their 
witnesses were the green trees and the deep brook, 
that seemed to roll more subdued as it flashed back 
their images, until the dim twilight came, 

*' And one bine sky bent OTer all.** 

Their love was as pure as aught that is allied to 
mortality; they confessed it and felt no shame, for 
neither bosom entertained a thought but what might 
have been uttered before the holy altar and breathed 
amid the tenderest prayer that ever went from the soul 
to Heaven. Alas ! for the present state of society, 
that love is but considered as a phantom — a something 
that is believed to exist in the imagination, but laughed at 
if told that it is rooted in the heart. Love, which sprang 
from Heaven, and even peoples Heaven itself — which 
is the source of life, and the only true earthly happiness 
— how is it treated now ? How careful the wealthy 
man is in the choice of his horses ! he spares no ex- 
pense if he can but get them of a first-rate quality, if 
they are equally marked and correspond in size. But 
it too often happens that he bestows not half that care 
in the choice of his wife ; if she is but rich, all is right 
— ^he marries her for her money alone ; his favourite 
greyhound occupies more of his thoughts, after marriage, 
than his wife. How often do you see some beautiful 
young woman hanging on the arm of a husband old 
enough to be her father, one whose years more than 
double the number of her own. True, he is rich, and 
she wants not for wealth ; carriages and servants are 
ever at her beck ; gay assemblies, routs, balls, and 
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theatres she can command — to these she is compelled 
to fly ; happiness she neyer knows ; and she chases 
the phantom pleasure from day to day, that she may 
forget the miseries that hang around her home. Expose 
a beautiful summer plant to the cold winds of winter, 
and it dies — ^transplant a tree to a hard, uncongenial 
soil, and it will soon wither and perish ; — ^why, then, 
should the affections be planted in a soil in which they 
cannot flourish ? why the human race be forced on in 
an unnatural and inhuman manner, as if mankind ought 
only to be forced into an existence against their nature, 
and the world h«re and hereafter be peopled with less 
care than our gardens are planted ?* 

* Since writing the above, I chanced to stumble upon Mra. Jame- 
son*s admirable work, entitled, " Winter Studies and Summer 
Rambles/' and was so struck with the superior manner in which 
she has taken up this subject, that I could not refrain from present- 
ing my readers with the following extract, although conscious that 
it will throw into shade all I have said on the matter : 

*' Strange, and passing strange, that the relation between the 
two sexes — ^the passion of love, in short — should not be taken into 
deeper consideration by our teachers and our legislators. People 
educate and legislate as if there were no such thing in the world ; 
but ask the priest— ask the physician — ^let them reveal the amount 
of moral and physical results from this one cause. Must love be 
always discussed in blank verse, as if it were a thing to be played 
in tragedies or sung in songs — a subject for pretty poems «nd 
wicked novels, and had nothing to do with the prosaic current of 
our every-day existence, our moral welfare and eternal salvation ? 
Must love be ever treated with profaneness as a mere illusion ? or 
with coarseness, as a mere impulse! or with fear, as a mere disease 1 
or with shame, as a mere weakness ? or with le^ty, as a mere 
accident 1 Whereas it is a great mystery and a great neceesity, 
lying at the foundation of human existence, morality, and happi- 
ness-^mysterious, universal, inevitable as death. Why; then, 
•hoald love be treated less seriously than death ? It h as serious 
a thing. Love and death, the alpha and omega of human life, 
the anthor and finisher of existence, the two points on which 
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In the solitude of nature love reigns unmolested, amid 
the rustling of green boughs, the cooing of ring-doves, 
and die low murmuring of streams. What high-bom 
maiden could close her ears when seated on a flowery 
bank in the dark centre of an old wood ? with one at 
her side who had wandered through the dreamy realms 
of poetry, and could tell how the lovely Una, once 
seated 1^ her milk-white lamb, sighed for her knight 
in the lonely forest ; — ^how lovely Eve appeared when 
she wandered alone through the bowers of Eden, and 
taught the clustering jasmines to climb around the stems 
of the roses of Paradise; — ^how Plut« became ena- 
moured of Proserpine, as she bowed her fair form to 
gather lilies in the golden vaUeys of Enna ; and how 
Jove came floating like a swan, arching the silver o' 
his neck, and enfolding Leda in his snowy pinions. 
Wonder not, then, while such tales have sunk into the 
hearts of those whose footsteps were trained to walk in 

God*8 universe tama ; which He, oar Father and Creator, has 
placed beyond oar arbitration — beyond the reach of that election 
and free will which he has left as in all other things ! Death 
mast come, and lore mast come ; bat the state in which thej find 
us! — ^whether blinded, astonished, and frightened, and ignorant, 
or, like reasonable creatures, goarded, prepared, and fit to manage 
our own feelings 1— this, I suppose, depends on ourselves; and, 
Ibr want of such self-management and self-knowledge, look at the 
evils that ensue — hasty, improvident, unsuitable marriages; re- 
pining, diseased, or vicious celibacy ; irretrievable infamy ; cureless 
insanity. The death that comes early, and the loye that comes 
late, reversing the primal laws of our nature. It is of little con- 
seqnsBce ^w anequal the conventional difference of rank, as in 
Gefmaay — ^how equal the condition, station, and means, as in 
Ameriea — if there be inequality between the sexes ; and if the 
sentiment which attracts and unites them to each other, and the 
contracts and relations springing out of this sentiment, be not 
equally well understood by both, equally sacred by both, equally 
binding on both." 
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the balls of palftces, they shoaid fall deeply into the 
soul of a forester's daughter— one who was brought up 
m the solitude of a wild wood, nursed amid the poetry 
of Shakspeare, and lored by one who well could revel 
amid the beauties of the mighty bard. 

After-years rolled by, and shook a thousand cares 
from their gloomy wings as they passed; but never 
did their terrible shadow totally darken the lover's 
remembrance of that summer evening — ^never erase 
the recollection of those sunbeams that crimsoned the 
brook, and threw an ethereal flush over the bank of 
flowers on which he was seated with Margaret, when 
they plighted theii first vows of love beneath the old 
tree, and, sealing them with if holy kiss, defied all but 
death to separate them. 'Tis useless to dwell upon 
their frequent interviews, all alike unclouded by a care ; 
days and weeks and months glided away happily, and 
the wood-cottage was ever open to him. Summer was 
over and gone, and the solemn gold of autumn had 
illuminated the forest trees : then came the dark nights 
of winter, but they prevented him not from visiting 
Margaret and her father. 

It was one clear starlight evening, just before Christ* 
mas, that William reached the cottage, and found Mar- 
garet alone ; she appeared dejected, and expressed her 
fears at her father's long absence. It was not unusual 
for him to go out late, but his rounds seldom exceeded 
an hour ; and she had just cause for alarm then, for 
men's voices had been heard in the wood, and the 
barking of dogs ; and as her father had been the means 
of bringing several of the most notorious poachers to 
justice, she felt afraid that at the first opportunity they 
would be revenged. After such information William 
lost no time in setting out to search for him ; he used 
all the arguments he could to dissuade Margaret from 
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accompanying him, but they were useless, for she 
replied, that as they shared each other's loye, so ought 
they to share all dangers. She had often been with 
him on similar occasions, but that night he felt unac- 
countably low-spirited, a kind of ominous foreboding 
that something was about to happen. 

They wandered along, arm-in-arm, in silence— once 
or twice William attempted to start a conyersation, but 
a heaviness sat upon each of their hearts. He took 
Margaret's hand in his — it was cold as death, and 
trembled yiolently. They traversed the margin of the 
wood-stream, which was swollen greatly, owing to the 
late showers. It was only by the utmost caution that 
they were enabled to proceed. They arrived to where 
a fallen tree had hitherto formed a rude bridge across 
the brook ; but that night it had been removed, and they 
were compelled to traverse more than half a mile out 
of their way to reach the wood-gate, which was gene- 
raDy the extent of her father's round. Their journey 
would have been much more dangerous had the trees 
been in their full foliage ; but, with the exception of 
here and there a few dark fir trees, a straggling holly, 
or the boughs of an oak mantled with clustering ivy, the 
clear stars glimmered between the ramifications of the 
branches, making a dim uncertain light, just sufiicient 
to point out sundry marks, which they well knew, and 
which enabled them to take a right course. 

At length their ears were arrested by a deep moan. 
'* O God ! it is my father !" shrieked Margaret, and 
fainted in her lover's arms. He had no alternative but 
to lie her gently as he could among the wet fenr and 
long withered grass, (an unfitting couch for one so 
lovely,) and hurry to the left, among the thick bracken 
and underwood, from whence the sound issued. He 
h»S not gone many yards, before he discovered her 
R 
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father in a state of insenaibility, and bleeding profusely 
from the head. He tore off his neckerchief and bound 
it tightly round the Gamekeeper's forehead, then ran 
back to arouse Margaret to assist him. 

*'Is he dead?" said Margaret, recoTering from her 
painful swoon, with more energy than he had antici- 
pated. William replied " No " and that word gave her 
new life, for her own feelings were conquered in the 
anxiety she felt for her father. She drew his head to 
her bosom as she knelt upon the damp earth ; she kissed 
his paUid lips, and called him by many a tender name, 
but received no answer. The old wood rang back her 
accents in a thousand echoes; and his faithful dog, 
which had never left him, howled frightfully at inter- 
vals ; but the hoary trees and the silent sky were the 
only witnesses of their misery. The feelings with 
which they bore him home we will not dwell upon — 
Necessity is a stem tajsk-master. Many a time were 
they compelled to rest in spots where they had spent 
their happiest hours — trees by the mossy stems of which 
they had read Shakspeare together, and dells where 
they had sat fcNf hours listening to the sweet pipings of 
the birds. How long and drearily appeared that space, 
which they had so often traversed without thinking of 
its distance from the cottage ! But "love is stronger 
than death;" and Margaret evinced a power which 
nothing but danger could have called forth — a more than 
mortal strength for one so delicately formed — an energy 
which had summoned her whole soul to action. But 
we will not pain our readers with a description. With 
heavy hearts they laid her father on his couch : once 
he opened his eyes — ^it was but for a moment, as if the 
glare of the candles had (voduced the effect, but in that 
short moment he had recognised them, and grasping 
each of their hands, he placed them together with n 
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feeble presBore. He attempted to speak, but his voice 
was inaudible ; but from the motion of his lips, and the 
gathering of a broken whisper, he seemed to say, " God . 
bless you I" — and then expired. 

"He's dead!" ezdaimed Margaret; and throwing 
herself upon the body, with loud lamentings, she called 
wildly upon her father to take her with him to her 
mother in heaven. Pardon her, ye rulers of the land, 
if, in the misery of her heart, she thought harshly of 
those laws ye have formed which cause men to shed 
blood even for the value of a hare. 

I am no advocate for poachers intruding upon the 
private parks and wodds set apart for your own sports, 
but, oh ! let the wild heaths and the free hills be open, 
as they were in the days of yore. Let there be a few 
places where the lowly hunter may tread without the 
fear of prisons. Turn back only for the last ten years, 
and see how many fair children have been left father* 
less through the game laws ; what weeping babes and 
broken-hearted mothers have they left in misery ; what 
Lovely finrms have they made wretched, and boeoms 
throb with agony, innocent as poor Margaret's ! 

That night William left her not, but sat with his face 
buried in his hands, his heart shaking with painful emo- 
tion, as her deep sobbings and loud wailing, by fits and 
starts, broke the awful silence'1>f the apartment De- 
solate indeed was her situation ; she had no kkdred 
whom she knew, no one but him to fly to for shelter and 
consolation. 'Twas madness but to think of one so 
young and innocent dwelling alone in that solitary cot- 
tage, in the dreary depth of a wood. Th«i h» brooded 
over his own circumstances, and sighed again for that 
plenty which was once the lot of his fathers. Then he 
reproached himself for repining, when he saw how 
nobly his widowed mother bore her poverty, ahbough 
R2 
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nursed in the lap of affluence. What plans floated be- 
fore him that night, all formed for the future happiness 
of Margaret ! " I am young/' thought he, *< and can 
labour ; what matter if it be for twenty hours in the 
day, so long as I shall have four to pass with her ? Did 
I not at the first interview wish that I was Ferdinand, 
and had to bear logs through the long summer's day, so 
that I might share her company at night ? Alas ! Pros- 
pero was living then, and his magic wand could make 
the barren wastes of poverty change to beautiful valleys, 
rich in fruits and flowers. Now, indeed, the island is 
desolate, and the poor dog looks more wretched than 
Caliban. No, we have no cave to fly to for shelter, 
although Ferdinand and Miranda loved not more fer- 
vently than we. Alas ! the wand of Death has waved 
away all our hopes, and changed our beautiful island to 
a barren rock, around which a wild sea rolls, whose 
shores are lost in darkness, and on which Hope unfurls 
not her white sails." 

Poor Margaret! he tried to south her, but all in 
vain ; she only threw her head upon his bosom to weep 
the more, and they mingled the bitterness of their tears 
together, until the pale rays of daylight fell upon their 
paler cheeks. 

Another day passed away, and strange faces were 
gathered around the wood cottage, and the slow tolling 
of a bell was heard through the forest, and then a group 
moved slowly along under the naked trees, bearing the 
dead to his last home. 

Margaret hung upon William's arm without shedding 
a tear. There was no sound heard as they moved 
along, saving the tread of their measured footsteps, 
crackling along the frosty forest-paths— her grief '* lay 
too deep for tears." They bore him to the picturesque 
church of Lea, that stands upon its little hill, surrounded 
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with old trees, looking for miles orer the low marshes. 
They saw him consigned to his " nanow house," heard 
that last awful sound when the earth fell hollow on the 
coffin-lid, hiding hoth name and age for ever. They 
saw the villagers depart one by one, casting a pit3dng 
look upon poor Margaret as they turned away ; but she 
stood in silence by her lorer's side, until the old sexton 
had completed his task, had leyelled the roof of his last 
bed with the spade, and gone away. It was night be- 
fore they quitted the churchyard : they returned not to 
the hut, for William bad persuaded her to accompany 
him to his mother's : the old dog followed them. Their 
course lay through the wood, and they wandered along 
in the cold and silent moonlight over those rery paths 
where they had spent their happiest hours. They tra- 
rersed the winding way beside the water-course, until 
they came to the rude bench where they had exchanged 
their vows of love. The night was bitter cold ; there 
was a freezing look upon the sky, as if even the stars 
were afraid to look out through the frosty heavens. De- 
solate, however, as the scene was, they sat down side 
by side on the rustic seat ; the very landscape seemed 
to share the loneliness of their feelings ; the stream 
rolled along with a deep, sluggish, and melancholy 
sound ; while the bare trees shook their nakad arms to 
the cutting wind, and the frosted reeds grated their icy 
heads together, with a sharp, piercing, and forlorn noise 
that seemed to enter the very heart. The hand of Mar- 
garet — which was grasped in that of her lover-*^wa8 
cold as death. William drew her face to his own, and 
imprinted a kiss on her pallid lips — ^but a kiss so cold 
and hopeless — such as we might imprint on the lips of 
those who are about to leave us for ever — such as we 
should give to the dead, ere the coffin-lid closes them 
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from our yiew — so like the ..melaacholy preisure that 
we gi^e to the marble image of one we have loved, 
when the cold stone aeema to return it^ and sends back 
its chilly embrace into the depths of the heart Oh f 
how holy a thing is the sorrow of love T the deep river 
of grief that rolls its chilly surges over the affeciionsy 
leaving them cold and benmnbed below, and dashing 
over the heart with a fbrlom roar, like the last sound of 
the deafening billows that gather over the head of the 
sinking seaman, who has just before seen his only son 
perish in the same watery grave. 

There they sat, and min^^ed their tears together, amid 
the solitude and silence of that old wood, until ^* with 
faltering steps^ and sk>w "^ they departed, aiid William 
conducted her to his mother's home. But why dwell 
upon the restless nights and days of sonow which she 
underwent ? the hand of death was upon her ; grief 
was feeding at her heart ; Despair seemed to stand ever 
before her with finger pointed to the grave, as if there 
alone she could find rest. / 

Afler some days they removed Margaret agMU to the 
wood cottage, for at times she seemed unconsciotts of 
what had happened ; and one who had seen her actions^ 
when first she returned, could never have deemed that 
a being so lovely was bereft of reason : there was such 
a connectedness in her wildest ravings, and such deep 
meanings hanging about all she uttered. William placed 
a chair against the window, and sitting down, drew her 
gently toward it. It had beforetime been a favourite 
comer with them, for they had often sat there together, 
watching the timid hares and lordly pheasants as they 
stole across the footpath. Suddenly she sprang up, as 
she had often done when her father had appeared, and 
brought blushes to their cheeks. She stood as if listen* 
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ifigy but DO footstep sounded ; nothing was heard bat 
the ticking of the old clock, or the roar of the wind 
among the trees. At length the dog came pawing at 
tiiflL door, which was opened. Margaret gazed fixedly 
upon him ; she knew that he had never retomed with- 
out her fother. <* We will go meet him," said she, and 
put on her bonnet; as ahe. had done hundreds of times 
before, when they had gone in search of him together. 
The dog followed { he made no cheerful plunges into 
the thicket, nei&er did he bark, but walked behind, like 
a mourner. There are feelings which words can 
scarcely describe ; such were William's when walking 
by the shadow of his former Margaret, through those 
well-known scenes, where ereiy tree, and dell, and 
dingle were as familiar as the faces of old friends. He 
suffered much after her death — trod every avenue of 
that old wood alone at midnight, and has oft fallen asleep 
upon her grave in the cold starlight^ wearied with the 
weight of sorrow ; but never did he feel such pangs as 
when walking with her to search for him who was 
sleeping in his dark grave. But we will not recount the 
hours that he watched by her aide, even until returning 
reason had assumed its seat ; nor how resigned she be- 
came before her death, and only wished to recover, that 
she might live to see her lover happy. Fully conscious 
of what had befallen her father, she calmly awaited the 
approach of death, never murmuring, but looking firmly 
upon the future with a brow unblanched, only weeping 
when her thoughts turned upon their loves. 

Reader, my tale is told : — the cold earth has long been 
Margaret's resting-place. As for her lover, he was 
delirious for many days : they say he called on her 
name in sleep, and went out to seek her in the darkness, 
as if he had lost something which had long formed a 
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part of himself; like the i^ that rears its head up^ 
ward, eten wh^n the (fee ia ielled to which it had 
twined, he wtnted something to cling to-— he fek Icmely 
and desolate. 

Last summer I visited Margaret's grave ; — ^years 
have passed away since she died — ^it was covered with 
daisies — a blackhird was singing in Ae churchyard. I 
had heard soch a song many a time when I passed her 
and William in the wood. I sat beside her grassy hil- 
lock ; my mind traversed the scenes of bygone days. 
Margaret was slumbeiing beneath me — ^I leaned my 
elbow upen her grave, over that heart whose last beat- 
ings were filled with love ! 

I wandered ahwg over those well-known hills. I 
entered the old wood — the cottage where Maigaret 
had lived was in ruins, the little garden was filled with 
weeds, goise and fern had grown over her flower-bed ; 
I started a fox from the deep bracken : I turned away 
and sought out their favourite walk-^e. stream was 
still there, but it seemed not to have such music in its 
mimnnrs as of yore ; there was a sound of wailing 
wo in its waters^ or it might be my own fancy. I sal 
down in a deep hoUow — ^it was covered withi)lue-bell8 ; 
there had I often passed Margaret and her lover when 
they went forth to gather flowers to adorn her cottage. 
Not one did I remove ; the spot was sacred to me ; 
there was a spirit in the place, a holy silence that sank 
into my heart. " Alas !" exclaimed I, taming away, 
<< how uncertain are all eaiihly pleasures! The gold- 
en ringlets that Time seems to wear tora gray while 
we admired them. We toss his glass to one another 
in merriment, never deeming that we give speed to its 
sand. We throw his ^cythe among the flowers, while 
we play, forgetting that it is sharp. We are like chil« 
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dren who wander ooward over pleasant fields, never 
dreaming of the distance thnt lies between them and 
their homes, until the night oyextakfi thui." 
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A STRAY CHAPTER. 

Raptnred ha qaits each dozing sage, 
Oh, woman ! for thy lorelier page ! 
Sweet book ! unlike the books of art, 
Whoee enora are thj fairest part ! 
In vrikom the dear errata colnmn 
Is the beet page in all the Tolnme ! 

Moors. 

How different is the life that a woman leads in the 
country compared with that spent in a town ; the former, 
if even her husband has but a 7ery moderate income, 
possesses manj enjoyments which the latter seldom 
attains, unless she be placed even beyond middling 
circumstances. The London women think it a great 
treat to spend only a day in the country; to reach 
Norwood or Greenwich — ^to take tea at some little 
road-side cottage, where a board is displayed announc* 
ing, '* Tea made or water boiled f to them this is a 
rural treat, a matter to be talked of for days after, when 
they hare returned to their close streets and unhealthy 
rooms. In the country *' kith and kin ". are dispersed 
in the neighbouring villages ; relations meet each other 
oftener ; their visits are extended for a week or two ; 
they have generally plenty of room to accommodate 
their friends ; the children can run on the common, in 
the garden, or the fields — there is no fear of their 
being lost. In London, if one party visits another, (I 
speak of those in very moderate circumstances,) they 
are all crammed together in one room ; perhaps the 
party visited lives in lodgings : the children are not 
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permitted to go out for fear of being run over ; or they 
have a bit of a yard to run in, (miscalled a garden,) 
where there is scarcely room to " swing a cat ;" where 
clothes are hung to dry, and often washed over again 
before night, so thickly are they blackened with falling 
soot. Thousands of women in London are compelled 
to do their washing in the small rooms in which they 
live ; and in wet weather to dry their clothes in the 
same apartments. In the country this is seldom the 
case, even in what is called wet weather ; for only let 
there come on an interval of dryness, if it be but for an 
hour or two, and there is so much fresh air, that comes 
sweeping over the wide heaths and broad meadows, 
that they are dry in <* next to no time," to use one of 
their own phrases. In London very few of the " mid- 
dling sort " of houses have boilers and ovens ; they 
rarely know what it is to eat a bit of "home-made 
bread," to enjoy the luxury of a ^ baked potato " on a 
cold night, or a hot cake of their own making; all 
these things must be done by the baker ; and the price 
of fuel causes the charges to come high ; we pay two- 
pence for a dinner baking, which in the country is 
charged but one halfpenny. 

In the country the meanest cottage has generally 
an oven and boiler ; such is also the case in the small 
market towns : as to bu3ring bread ready made, they 
rarely think of such a thing ; they generally bake once 
a week, and on "baking days" have a few "yeast 
dumplings," and hot cakes for tea ; to eat baker's bread, 
they say, "is like eating money, it's so swift." In 
London you have to " put your hand in your poeket," 
as the saying is, for everything you want : coals are 
very dear — ^fire-wood the same ; milk is high and often 
very inferior \ butter fetches a great price, and is sold 
by the regular pound ; rents are enormous -, and pota- 
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toes double the price that they are in the agricultural 
districts. To a family fresh from the country these 
things appear serious ; they have perhaps been used 
to live in a good-sized house, for which they paid ten 
pounds a year ; in London they pay twenty for one 
much less : in summer time they bought their butter 
for sixpence or seven pence a pound, each pound gene- 
rally weighing twenty ounces ; here they must pay a 
shiUing or fourteen pence for an3rthing good, and have 
but sixteen ounces to the pound. Coal, too, is also 
much dearer than what it is in the midland counties ; 
there they pay eight pence or nine pence per hundred 
weight : in London, to buy it in small quntities, the price 
is double. Milk they could almost have for " an old 
song ;" often a pint of the very best for a halfpenny — 
not half-and-half and sky-blue, but such as the cow had 
given that fed on cowslips and such sweet grass, that 
a town-smoked gentleman would almost be tempted to 
gather a salad out of it. As to fire-wood — every lane 
and hedge and forest-side abounds with it : and it is 
wonderful to see what large lumps of dry bread the 
children will eat after they have been out a few hours 
to gather their pinafores full of sticks ; besides, if yon 
are compelled to buy it, you obtained as much for a 
penny as will, with care, last a whole week. Potatoes 
I have known, many a time, to sell for four pence the 
peck, or fourteen pence a bushel — ^not more than a far- 
thing a pound. 

True, greater wages are generally obtained in London 
than in the country, and those who possess wealth for 
the most part dwell in the suburbs, where they can en- 
joy either town or country life at pleasure. 

Many of the young women in London are complete 
slaves, the milliners and dress-makers especially. They 
do these things differently in the country ; the dress- 
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maker often goes oat to work by the day, ao doea tlM 
tailor ; neither parQr thinka <tf beginning nntil after break* 
ftaty and to work until aix or aeven o'clock is conaideied 
ftgoodlongday; eighteen pence a day and their Tietuals, 
la about the arerage price paid to the dreaa-makera of 
this elaaa. 

The middle claaaea of the En^h women are not 
oyer*well treated ; the lower claaaea lead wretched 
Uvea ; the higher ordera are all bat goddeasea. Some 
argae that a aimUar claaaification naturally takea place 
among the men : it may, but the linea of diatinction are 
not ao thoroughly marked. A very curioua paper might 
be produced on this matter. I here only throw out the 
hint, that some abler hand than mine may take it up. 
In the country the boundary line is not ao apparent ; 
diere ia acarcely a atep between the habita of the home* 
ly farmer's wife and the labourer'a. In London the 
lodger who occupiea a first floor would acarcely deign 
to apeak to the *' common people " who live in the 
attics. There is aa much difference between the habita 
of the people who all live under one roof, as there is 
between the pure aristocrat and the independent and 
quiet citizen. He who occupies the third floor ia per- 
hapa a mechanic ; he comes home regularly at twelve 
to dine, gives a single knock, is admitted by his poor 
but clean-looking wife, wipea his feet and goes up stairs : 
first and second floor-doors never by any possible chance 
opening in the meantime. Second floor comes with a 
double knock ; he dines at one or two : his wife is on 
nodding terms with first floor. Sometimes they ex* 
change a " good morning " with each other ; especially 
if second floor is not intimate with the *' common peo« 
pie " up stairs. First floor dines at three or four, if he 
is a clerk, or holding some situation under government ; 
he givea a regular " ran, tan» tan," for they keep a girl, 
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a little dirty begrimed wretch : no matter, it is ** our 
servant." The gromid-floor people, (generally the land- 
lord and family,) if they chance to be at the window, 
bow and smile to the first floor — ^he is such a respecta- 
ble man — ^he pays so regular — ^has a gallon of spirits at 
a time ; and never such beggarly bits as a quarter of a 
hundred of coals at once ; '' disgracing the appearance 
of the house." 

Then, perhaps, there are the children of each floor ; 
first, have platted riband behind and long tails ; second* 
very tidy indeed ; perhaps they put most of their wash- 
ing out and can spare more time to look after their chil- 
dren ; third floor, often a dirty face, and sitting on the 
top-landing eating bread and butter, or pulling the coals 
out of the cupboard while the mother is washing. But 
this is rambling indeed, and, instead of a rural sketch, 
we are describing London manners, when we set out 
with an intention of saying something on Woman. 

We have a saying in the country, when anything is 
not exactly what it ought to be, that « It's like a house 
without a woman in it ;" or that, " Without a woman 
things are sure to be all at sixes and sevens ;" and that, 
" A good woman is a great ornament to a house." Their 
natures are somehow more gentle than ours, even if we 
trace them upward from childhood. 

The fair-luured girl is content with her little doll ; 
she smooths its pillow in its tiny cradle with all a mo- 
ther's care ; while the boy is afield, robbing the poor 
bird of its young. He brings them home, and perhaps 
for a day their chirping may arrest his attention ; - he 
then grows weary, and the fair girl becomes their nurse. 
She takes them up stairs, has them placed by her little 
cot, and in the night she arises to feed them. If one 
dies, she sheds tears for it3 loss — she puts it in her 
bosom, deeming that so innocent a nest will restore it 
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to life ; nay, she digs it a grave, and plants flowers over 
it, and great is her grief when she finds that her brother 
has disinterred it for the cat. 

The youth is at the door, waging war among the poul- 
try with his bow and arrow, or with his wooden sword 
enacting the part of Napoleon among his playmates ; 
while the little sister is watering her flowers, or sitting 
at her mother's feet, with tearful eyes, listening to the 
tale of the " Babes in the Wood," or some such pathetic 
ballad. She is busied in laying down crumbs for the 
poor robin to eat ; while he, at a little distance, is pre- 
paring his brick trap to catch the unsuspecting warbler. 
When it rains, he amuses himself by destroying the flies 
that hum on the window-pane ; while she watches the 
silver drops, and thinks of the tears that fall from angels' 
eyes. So in childhood are the seeds of tender emotion 
sown, that come to fuU growth in the breast of the wo- 
man — ^the tender plants of pity, and love, hope, and 
sorrow, and fear — flowers that spring up in a future day, 
and make her still the beloved Eden. 

She leaves her home and her friends, and becomes a 
wife ; the scenes that are imprinted upon her memory 
are forsaken, and she puts all her trust and hope of fu- 
ture happiness upon man. She sheds a few natural 
tears when crossing the threshold, but gentle in her 
nature as a lamb, she doubts not but that he, with whose 
fate she is about to link her own, will ever treat her as 
he has done hitherto. She recks not then that he whose 
voice is soft and penetrating, sinking into the very gen- 
tleness of her heart, will ere long leave her for the noisy 
chase, the tavern dinner, and the midnight revel. What 
hours will she sit alone without a murmur, looking love 
into the face of her first-bom! But see, her eyes 
brighten with joy — ^he has come ! No ! he enters not ; 
there is a confused noise in the passage, a mixture of 
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many voices : they have borne him drunk to bed* The 
bottle has a greater charm for him than the prattle of 
his child or the angelic features of his wife ; but even 
all this she can pardon, and her smile breaks upon him 
as brightly next morning as if he had done no wrong. 

Oh, woman ! thou art lovely in thy sorrow, and often 
for the sake of peace dost force thy pale lips to smile 
when happiness is far from thee. Man, alas ! is the 
darkening cloud that too often dims the sun of thy 
beauty. The clear serenity of the morning of thy youth 
would expand to a full unclouded day, and sink down 
into a twilight of repose, amid the rosy hues of thine 
own brightness, were it not for man, who too often 
mocks thee with his false promises, and turns to storm 
tl\e close of that day which came in heralded by peace 
and love. 

Why drag such lovely flowers ivom the tender stem, 
and wear their fragrant beauty for an hour in proud 
triumph, then dash them heartlessly aside to wither for 
ever ? How much has woman suflered through trusts 
ing to the love of man ! how many young hearts have 
been broken ! and hopes innumerable eternally blighted! 
what aching heads and throbbing brows and tearful eyes 
are left on lonely pillows, to weep away their sweet 
lives in torture, then rest unremembered in the grave ! 

Happy indeed are they 

«* Who never told their love, 
Bat let concealment, kke & wonn i' the bod, 
Feed on their damask cheek ;" 

who have pined in thought, still living upon a dreary 
hope, and never awakening to the frightful realities of 
disappointment and despair ; who have reared a stan- 
dard for the perfection of man in their own imagination, 
and never lived to see him measured by it ; who have 
S 
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fancied that his heart is aU love like their own, and 
never endured his chilling neglect. But enough of the 
dark, let us turn to the brighter side of the picture. 

** Aald Nataro awears, the lovely dean 
Her noblest work she classes, O ! 
Her 'prentice han* she tried on man, 
And then she made the lasses, O !*' 

So sung the bard of Caledon, and never did poet lore 
woman better than he. Man, according to Ids showing, 
was but a rude attempt, a kind of fancy-fashioning, by 
the Divine hand ; a something incomplete, a rough de- 
sign, the gray granite of the quarry ; but woman, gentle 
woman ! was the achievement of a master-hand, the pro* 
duction .of an inspired moment, formed doubtless by the 
Omnipotent just as his all-seeing eye had been pleased 
with the passing form of some silver-voiced seraph who 
swept by the goldon glory with streaming wings. The 
graceful figure vanished over the flowery valleys of Zion : 
its shadow was just seen mirrored for a moment in the 
celestial river, soft as a summer cloud — a dreaming, 
floating beanty, that left its delicate outline upon the 
Creator^s mind, and, filled with the real and ideal loveli- 
ness it had inspired, God created woman h 

Many and beautiful are the allusions to be found in 
the eastern writers on woman ; they far exceed all that 
our poets have done, excepting Bums and Shakspeare : 
the descriptions are so ethereal, so sunny, so unsubstan- 
tial and woman-like ! One of them, and he the very 
least of the Oriental writers, exclaims : " Who would 
care to die, to be pillowed upon the silver couches of 
clouds in the purple-aired Paradise, while the dark-eyed 
daughters of the garden of Eden bent over him ! beau- 
ties, with eyes soft as the gazelle's, to watch his slumber 
and awake him with the bubbling honey of their voices 
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— ^beingB whoae long lashes arch like the stem of a wild 
blossom when it stoops to kiss the river. Oh ! let me 
die and be carried to the pearly abodes of the Peri's ! 
When I am wearied, let them lull me to slumber by 
their murmuring kisses ! Let me dance with them over 
beds of undying flowers, to the singing of celestial birds, 
in a land where the trees wave in music so soil, that the 
sound seems distilled, and only the sweetest is bore 
along the fragrant air ; not harsher than the silver notes 
of the low-voiced Seraphim ! Or let me live among 
them on some flowery island, in a far-off ocean, in a 
land where there is no night — ^nothing but the waving 
of roses, and the sound of sweet bells, and the low 
murmuring of the ocean, and the flapping of white«birds' 
wings, and their own soft words dropping with gentle 
cadence, at intervals just heard above the stirring flow* 
ers ! Oh ! I would nestle in the midst of them like a 
bird : they should sit in a circle and form my nest ! I 
would take my food from their lips, for when they had 
nothing more to give me, I could still feed upon their 
velvet kisses. I would listen, and hear how love moved 
in the heart I would have no sighing — ^nothing but a 
dreamy exchange of looks, a downcast heaviness, the 
laziness of love — the slow, deep current of indolent 
delight — ^the luxury of kisses, that would fall asleep 
upon the lips they were pressing !'* Surely this is wor* 
thy of a true Mussulman, one who did in verity belong 
to the Faithful. 

Bitter indeed was the mood of the bard's mind, when 
he said that Frailty was the name of Woman. Alas ! 
man is the ignis fatuus that leads her astray ; it is that 
very confidence which her unsuspecting nature puts faith 
in, that leads her into error— the yielding plaster of her 
heart, that is so easily modelled, admired for a time, and 
then dashed inta atoms ! Woman is the innocent bird, 
S2 
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man the charmer serpent. Fascinated and blinded, she 
leaps unsuspectingly into destruction. Though light 
appear the ripples that dance upon the surface of her 
nature, yet the depths of her heart are a mine of love 
— a deep river-bed, which man but rarely fathoms ; an 
under current, rolling deeply and strongly over the golden 
sands, that wash not away. 

Oh, woman ! thou art too often sadly wronged ! we 
magnify thy faults, we look upon the northern side of 
the beautiful tree — we forget the nipping winds that may 
there have thinned its verdure — and turn away without 
examining the full bloom of its summer greenery, the 
pleasant foliage that, through darkness and solitude, has 
budded and burst forth, and even cast down its cooling 
shadow, when there was no one to sit under it. When 
shall we lie and listen through the long night without a 
mnrmur, hearkening for the well-known footstep, and 
feel the heart bound with delight when we catch the 
sound, thankful that it has come at last, and, forgetful of 
the weary anticipation, cling to the lip with maddened 
joy, when, but an hour ago, perchance it had been press- 
ed by the Fah ! Man, thou art a devil ! " Frailty, 

thy name is Man !" The very rocks and quicksands, 
and unexplored islands, and creeks, and bays have a 
charm for thee, and thou sailest boldly among them in 
quest of change, throwing thyself in the path of tempta- 
tion, or, when it is concealed, steering onward in quest 
of it. Not so with woman ; she is the lighter bark, 
gliding steadily along the broad sea of life, bearing up 
amid adverse winds, and even stretching her white sails 
of hope when the helm is deserted and the chart lost, 
making for home without a guide, and only falling a prey 
to the ruthless pirate after she has drifted for leagues 
upon a desolate and unknown sea. 

Dear woman ! we cling to thee in prosperity, for thou 
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ut a pleasant companion ; we fly to thee in poverty, for 
there are riches in the wealth of thy kindness ; in sor- 
row we seek thee, for thy bosom is the home of pity *, 
and in sickness, for thou wilt attend us without a mur- 
mur. Thy presence has often made light in the deep 
dungeon, and without thee a pavilion is dreary. Happy 
is thy slave, for the chains clank not which those wear 
who serve thee. We would abide thine anger sooner 
than the smiles of man ; for the sunshine of thy heart, 
when it relents, makes even the remembrance of dark- 
ness sweet. Let us not, however, so far forget ourselves 
as to make these fair and frail creatures more than per- 
fect ; but, as a change to the picture, we will narrate 
what befell an old acquaintance of ours the other day, 
and that, too, in his own words. 

" I have often remarked," said he, " what beautiful 
forms occasionally pass us in the streets, faces that 
haunt our thoughts for days, but are never seen again, 
shooting by us in their brightness, sudden as a fallen 
star ; we just catch a glance of its trailing light — a long 
waving ringlet, and it darts into some door-way ushered 
in by hard knocks, or vanishes into the dark portals of 
a carriage. What conjectures we sometimes form as 
we walk behind a graceful woman, who moves on in 
all the majesty of a Juno, or sweeps the pavement like 
a Nymph, gliding along with noiseless footsteps, as if 
pacing the clouds ! Then to see one apparently lost in 
the streets, yet too modest to inquire her way, shunning 
the gaze of passengers with averted head, yet seeming 
anxious to find some honest face to which she dare risk 
inquiry. Such a one,** added he, with a sigh, " I passed 
the other day in the street ; there was something foreign 
in her features ; her beautiful face was tinged with the 
sunny hues of Italy : it brought up images ' of the land 
of the rose and the myrtle,' of gondolas and guitars ; 
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such forms as Praxiteles has rendered immortal ; her 
ringlets reminded you of tlie yineyard, of tendrils waving 
in the * sweet south ;' there was music and song in her 
motion. Her eyes too, were ' dark with excessive bright/ 
and her long hair fell in luxuriant curls down her grace- 
ful neck ; there was also a peculiar lightness in her 
step, an elasticity like the springing of a wild deer, con- 
juring up dances that you have dreamed of in marble 
halls, among perfumed lamps and open lattices. 

* The mind, the music breathing from her fMO ; 
And, oh ! thai eje was in itself a sonl !' 

But there was something apparently abstracted in her 
look ; for a moment her eyes swept the long range of 
carriages, as though she had missed her own. Several 
young gallants also dared to upraise^ sundry glasses to 
their eyes, like astronomers who have discovered some 
new wonder i& the heaven ; but she frowned not at their 
insolence. No \ her face would have stood the scrutiny 
of kings and princes, and she would only have smiled, 
as she did then, upon their insulting curiosity. For a 
moment she stood near the edge of the pavement, and 
looked down the street, but no carriage appeared to take 
her up ; still she was not offended, but placed a white 
kid-covered finger on her thin lips. She seemed like 
" Patience on a monument smiling " to herself, or like 
Ellen Tree in the Jewess^ just wakening to a conscious- 
ness of Ruben's presence. At length she walked down 
the street with a rapid step, until on a sudden her ears 
were arrested by the sound of a guitar, and a young 
Italian singing : how her eyes brightened at the sight ! 
perchance that sound reminded her of her lovely home 
by the Lake of Como ; — she seemed entranced, and, but 
for the beating of time to the music by her small feet» 
you might have taken her for a statue. 
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* With head up-niMd, tnd look intent, 
And eye and ear attentive bent, 
And locks flnng back, and lipi apart, 
Like monnment of Grecian art.' 

She soon attracted more attention than the musician, 
and one youth so far forgot himself as to point to her 
foot ; but she gave the poor singer something wrapped 
up in paper. It could not be less than a crown, no-- a 
penny forsooth ! — ^fingers like hers were formed only to 
touch gold and silver — not vile copper, which but a 
moment before the streetHiweeper might have convert- 
ed into a bun at the confectioner's which she had enter- 
ed. True, there might be something not quite in unison 
with the b^n ton in her beating time to the music ; but, 
then, I thought of the airs of her beloved Italy, how 
beauty and enthusiasm are blended in the bosoms of 
those bom under sunny skies, and such dioughts in- 
creased my interest for the lovely stranger, although 
others had smiled at this negligence. These and a 
thousand other such like ideas,"^ continued he, ** passed 
through my mind ; but mark what they led to. Oh ! 
fool that I was. But to proceed. 

" She moved along in all her natural gracefulness, 
occasionally exchanging a smile with moustachoed- 
nonpareils ; but these I thought were earls or mar- 
quesses, whom she had met at Almack's, or the Opera, 
or the Levee ; for one so nobly formed would not deign 
to arch the ivory of her neck to anything beneath 
these. I followed her footsteps, determined that if any 
insult was offered to one so lovely, I would resent it ; 
thinking she might be a princess, a foreigner, and, while 
dreaming of her native land, had forgotten the precise 
spot where she left her carriage, for she still continued 
to glance upon those that thundered past. At length her 
sandal became unloosed, and proved an impediment to 
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her walking. I looked around, but no footman appeared ; 
her pace became slower ; she kept nearer to the shop- 
windows, but never offered to enter; and the long 
satin riband, 'like a wounded snake, drew its slow 
length along.' I felt in torture, for many an eye wa9 
drawn downward to yiew her disaster, but not one was 
gallant enough to kneel and remore it Sha paused by 
the comer of a palisade. She looked at her foot, then 
around ; there were but few passing ; and, like Raleigh 
of old, when he threw down his- rich cloak at the 
feet of his maiden qaeen, so I rushed forward, and, 
planting one knee upon the pavement, with all the grace 
I possessed, I looked into her face and said, * Allow 
me, fair lady.^ She made no answer, but smiled, and 
extending her fairy foot, I soon twined the envious string 
round her small ankle. Another smile, and she was 
gone. I still remained kneeling, and caught a glance at 
her feet in the distance. I could have sworn to them 
among a thousand. She had exchanged a nod with a 
red-faced old gentleman, who had witnessed ray gallan- 
try, and looked on me as I knelt with a very peculiar 
expression. I rose and watched his glance narrowly; 
it came from the comer of his eye ; there was a mixture 
of roguish knowingness in it, a kind of secret triumph, 
and just as he passed me with averted head, and the 
same queer look, his eye caught a glance at certain par- 
ticles of dirt imprinted on my knee ; and the ruddy old 
wretch gave a loud ha ! ha ! ha ! which was re-echoed 
by a host of * jarvies ' from the coach-stand. But Eng- 
land is proverbial for its rudeness ; had I done such a 
thing in the gardens of Paris, I should have been re- 
warded with glances from a hundred bright eyes. I 
minded not their laughter ; I bore the badge of servitude 
upon my knee as proudly as Sir Walter bore the print 
of the queenly footstep upon his cloak. - 1 would not 
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have rubbed it off for a kingdom. Then her eyes — the 
associations of Italy — her dignity — the missing of her 
liveried servants — ^the emblazonry of her carriage— her 
enthusiasm at sight of the poor minstrel with his guitar ! 
I walked alovg ift the halo of a sonnet, illuminated by 
her bea«ty ; for I had knelt at her feet, where princes 
might feel honoured in being allowed to prostrate them- 
selves. I walked along ; she again passed me ; I felt 
ashamed — the«olour mounted my forehead — she turned 
as if to speak ; there was a divinity in her countenance. 
I held down my head — I dared not look on her. She 
paused — I felt dizzy ; perhaps she intended to acquaint 
me with the loss of her carriage ; wished me to escort 
her home ; to take her arm ; to walk by her side — to 
hear her speak. Regent-street seemed to reel. I came 
in contact with a porter — ^his burden hit my head ; it 
awoke me to a consciousness of my situation. I ven- 
tured to look after her ; she was several yards from me. 
I saw her feet ; they had resumed their former elasticity ; 
no sandal was unbound ; oh, that she had dropped a pin, 
her glove, her parasol, her boa, anything to have lefl me 
another chance to have accosted her ! Alas ! she went 
on — she turned to look at me again. Generous Italian ! 
enthusiastic princess ! I had done her a slight service ; 
she came from a sunny land, not from the frigid north ; 
she could not forget it. She was <a beauty and a 
mystery,' and I followed her without knowing why. 
Poety, or romance, or madness, had spell-bound me. 
She seemed alone, though in London. 

" At length the sky grew black, and a few big drops 
fell upon the pavement. I watched her narrowly ; she 
put up her beautiful parasol ; its rich greenness added 
to her loveliness ; she seemed like a rose under an ar- 
bour of woodbine. She paused — ^lifted up her eyes to 
the sky. The rain increased — ^she looked in vain for 
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her carnage. She now sloodat the comer of astreet ; a 
hackney-coachman caught her eye, and alighted from 
his box. I was not near enough to hear their conyersa- 
tion, and they entered — 

"There are places called 'gin palaces' — ^temples 
dedicated to juniper — this was one of them ! 

" The villain doubtless had informed her that it was 
some hotel, and persuaded her to wait there until he got 
his coach in readiness ; and she, a beaotiful foreigner, 
knew but little of English manners, perhaps could not 
speak the language perfectly ; she might be imposed 
upon, be driven to a wrong place. No, I would not 
allow it, and entered the gin-shop just in time to-— to see 
the beautiful foreigner— oh, heaven ! — ^raising to her lips 
— ^just lifting — ^to those lips her own share of a quartern 
* at three outs.' "• 

* A knowing friend of ours, who hat been blessed with three 
wives, chanced to read that portion of the paper which is dedicated 
to the praise of woman ; and, on our asking his opinion as to what 
he thought of its trath, he placed the end of his thumb upon the tip 
of his nose, and, spreading out his four fingers, remained silent. 
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While yet m boj I looght for gboate, and sped 
Through many a liitening chamberi cave, and ruui» 
And starlight wood, with fearfal steps pursuing 
Hopes of high talk with the departed dead : 
I called on poisonous names, with which our youth is fed. 
I was not heard : I saw them not. 

Shkllbt. 

Whilb in search of historical facts for my last work, 
I was forcibly struck with the various omens, spells, 
and superstitions which existed among the Anglo-Sax- 
ons, and which are still prevalent in the present day in 
many of our English villages. I doubt not but that 
those feelings are cherished by the existence of so 
many splendid relics of the old time : that our venerable 
cathedrals, hoary castles, and imposing manor-houses 
do much toward keeping alive these ancient supersti- 
tions. The peasant passes much of his time in solitude, 
has to range the silent fields in the dark at different 
seasons of the year, pass woods and places where mur- 
der has been done, and cross-roads where some suicide 
is interred. I remember well when a boy having to pass 
the gibbet-post at Saxilby one stormy night, when the 
wild broken sky, with its masses of gloomy and billowy 
clouds, through which the watery moon now and then 
gleamed, together with the roaring of the trees, the hoot- 
ing of an owl, and the whistling and creaking of the 
gibbet-irons as they rattled tq and fro in the blast, caused 
me to look sharply around, and hurry on the rusty old 
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pony, lest Tom Otter should spring from the thicket, 
with the murderous hedge-stake in his hand. 

In a former work I have mentioned many of the su- 
perstitions which yet prevail in the north of England ; 
and the following anecdote, whether new or old I know 
not, will serve to show how a countryman once out- 
witted the " Cunning Man,*' who was one of those so 
admirably hit off in that old work entitled " More Knaves 
Yet," etc., and in which the " Wise Man " is thus 
described : 

<* Wise Gosling did but hear the scritch-owl cry, 
And told his wife, and straight a pig did die. 
Another timp, (after that scurfy owl,) 
When Ball his dog, at twelve o'clock did howl, 
He jogged his wife, and, * ill luck, Madge,' did say. 
And fox by morning stole a goose away. 
Besides, he knows foul weather, rain, or hail, 
£*en by the wagging of his don cow's tail. 
When any thieves his hens and ducks pursue. 
He knows it by the candle burning blue. 
Or if a raven cry just o*er his head. 
Some maiden's virtue in the town is fled. 
For loss of cattle, and for fugitives, 
He*U find out with a sieve and rusty knives : 
His good days are when chaffing is well sold, 
And bad days when his wife doth brawl and scold." 

Such was our wise man of Corringham, who professed 
to recover stolen goods, charm away the ague, and cure 
those who were bewitched — to whom a simple country- 
man went to inquire after his lost cow. Hodge, how- 
ever, reached the wise man's house before he had arisen, 
and planting himself upon the door-step, patiently await- 
ed the appearance of the conjuror. Meantime two boys 
were pelting each other near the magician's abode, and 
one of them chanced to hurl a stone through the window, 
which sound speedily awakened the inmate, who came 
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half dressed to the door, exclaiming, " What scoundrel 
has broken my window 1" 

" Ya be a cunning man," answered the countryman, 
" and axe me that ? if ya canna tell who broke yare 
window, ya canna tell who stole my cow ;" and the old 
man went home quite satisfied that if he had lost his 
milcher, he had, however, saved five shillings. 

The Saxons had their unlucky days, so have many 
of our old country people ; they sowed and reaped, 
planted and pruned, when the moon was in a certain 
quarter, or on some particular Saint's day ; so does many 
a rude father in the hamlets still gather his fruit and 
regulate his husbandry according to the full or fall of the 
moon. The Saxons believed in the flight and number 
of birds ; so have we still our croaking ravens denoting 
death ; magpies, according to their number, signifying 
sorrow, luck, a wedding, or death ; nor could I, when 
riding through the country last spring, and a solitary 
magpie went hopping across my path, for almost an hour 
divest my mind of the old superstitious rhythm ; and 
when I found a corpse in my brother's house, the re- 
membrance of that ill-omened bird again came over me, 
and I wished that more than one had crossed my path. 
I mention this — not that for a moment I place any faith 
in these omens, but to show how a superstition, which 
was believed by our fathers and mothers, simply through 
having often heard them mention it, will cling to us, 
although we smile at our own weakness. 

Although my object in this volume is to write a light 
sketchy work, rather than attempt a history of country 
life ; and the chief aim of the present sketch is to nar- 
rate a well-known adventure, yet must I, before com- 
mencing it, state a few things which have fallen under 
my own observation, or that I have had from good an* 
thority, and will illustrate some of the ancient supersti- 
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lions which have in all probability descended from the 
Saxons. First, I shall name the plan of curing cattle 
which was adopted by an old fanier in the Cliffs of 
Lincolnshire ; his forefathers had been farriers before 
him in the same village for nearly three centuries, and 
he himself died at the age of ninetynseven. Many of 
these strange cures I had from an old man who was his 
bosom friend, and who well remembers th\B time when 
it was customary to place the head of any beast thMhad 
died of the plague, on the top of a long pole, that those 
riding by might know there was sickness among the 
cattle in that neighbourhood. I forget the name of the 
disorder with which a cow was afflicted, but the plan 
for its cure was to bring her blind-folded to the edge of 
a pond, in which a drake was swimming, then suddenly 
give her sight, and the appearance of the pond and drake 
were to effect the cure. Nor would he give his own 
cattle any cooling drink, or let them blood, at the change 
of the moon, or in the signs of Capricorn or Aquarius. 
Tar was a favourite slave with the old man, and any 
excrescence or wart he generally removed with a red hot 
iron ; and if a lamb died, he would flay it, and placing 
the skin on another lamb's back, bring the stranger 
to a fresh dam. He always looked upon a foal brought 
forth under the planet Saturn as good as dead — or that, 
at farthest, it could only live as many months as the 
moon was days old. If a beast had over-fed itself on 
long rank grass, and thereby became filled with wind, 
he has been known to take a knife and make an incision 
two inches deep to let out the wind, avering that, if a 
lighted candle was placed over the incision, the current 
of air would rush forth with such force as to blow the 
candle out. I f the lungs of cattle were infected, he would 
pierce their ears with a bodkin, and fill the holes with 
the burnt roots of hazel ; a quart of warm ale, with 
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cassia, mynb, and frankinceuse, was his usual prescrip- 
tion, when a cow caught a severe cold. I copy the 
following from an old pocket-book, written with the 
farrier's own hand : 

" TO CURE CALVES THAT HAVE Ye WORMES. 

" Take of lupin-pease, half raw, one good fair hand- 
ful ; let them be bruised and cut up into divers small 
pieces ; make the calves swallow them every morning, 
and it will soon kill themUr Whether the calves 
or the worms are to be killed, the prescription sayeth 
not. 

Another. 

«' TO CURE A SHEEP OVERBLOWN WITH FEEDING. 

*' Take a good cord and bind his legs ; when you have 
laid him gently on his back, then kick him thrice in y« 
guts ; then pat him with your hand, and let him go, and 
he will do very well" 

If he was sent for suddenly to attend a horse, he 
always left word with his wife to have the pitch and 
rosin made hot, in case it might be wanted. 

"TO CURE HOGS OF THE DISEASE CALLED 
THE MILT." 

The remedy is, " to make the troughs out of which 
they feed of beamwood : the eating out of this wood will 
cure the disease." 

Tusser also, in his ** Hundred good points of Hus- 
bandrie," recommendeth the gathering of fruit at the 
wane of the moon, and also the sowing of beans after 
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St. £dmund*8 day, for ** thereon hangetb a thing" — 
what that may be he sayeth not 

As I have before stated, I have seen charms worn for 
the ague ; horse-shoes nailed on the threshold to keep 
out the witch ; rowen tree to ward off all spells ; and 
part of a coffin carried in the pocket to keep off the 
cramp ; and have frequently heard of people flocking 
to an execution to touch the hand of the man that was 
hung, as a cure for the evil. I once saw a woman draw 
her little naked child three times through a black-currant 
bush, to make it grow, she believing that it was bewitch- 
ed. Watching on St. Mark's eve is still believed in 
by hundreds ; and although few have the courage to 
attempt it, yet they fully credit that the spirits of those 
who are doomed to die that year, pass into the church. 

But I heard an account, while in the country last 
spring, of three desperate characters, who not only de- 
fied all superstition, but even sported with the dead, and, 
horrible as the act may seem, yet I know it to be a fact. 
Whether it was for a wager or not, I forget ; but they 
sallied out of a public-house one evening very late, 
afler they had been playing at cards, and, going into the 
churchyard, they disinterred one of their old compa- 
nions, who had not long before died, and who in his 
lifetime was a celebrated card-player. They bore tho 
corse into the church, placed it in a seat by the com- 
munion-table, around which they were seated, and, after 
having dealt the cards, placed the usual number in the 
cold hands of the dead, and by the light of a candle 
played the game of all-fours. The subject is too horri- 
ble to enter into, but I have heard it from the lips of four 
individuals whose veracity I could not for a moment 
doubt. The affair created a great sensation at the time 
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it took place ; one or two of the acton in it are, I be* 
lieve, yet alive, and to this hour are shunned as mon* 
sters by many of the inhabitants. I have heard that 
they are never even admitted into any public-house in 
the neighbourhood. 

There is something more awful in the contemplation 
of death than in actually being in the presence of the 
dead. Death of itself is not so awful ; you may sit 
beside one who is dead, take hold of the cold hand, 
press the marble-cold brow, and feel no degree of ter- 
ror ; it is the dim hereafter that moves through the mind 
in solemn mystery ; fearful doubts and wild surmises, 
darkness and sunshine, heaven or heU, with all those 
awful attributes with which the poets have made gloomy 
the one and glorious the other ; and that uncertain posi- 
tion we have yet to held hereafter. I remember once 
hearing the sound of a passing bell while walking in a 
thick wood at dark hour ; there wm nothing around me 
but gray and hoary trees, bearing all kinds of odd and 
fantastic forms in the expiring light ; while that deep 
and solemn bell boomed over the dark dells, drowning for 
a moment the sound of a sylvan brook, that at intervals 
went plashing and gibbering along, husky as the voice 
of the dying. I turned my thoughts to the time when 
death-bells were first in use, and rung, as the venerable 
Bede says, far and wide, " that all who heard the sound 
might kneel down and offer up a prayer for the soul of 
the departed." I fancied our simple forefathers, some 
busied in tilling the earth or gathering in harvest, or 
each following his employment. The death-bell sound- 
ed and all labour suddenly ceased ; the smith paused 
with the uplifted hammer in his hand, listened for a 
moment, then knelt beside the forge, and offered up his 
prayer. The woodman laid down his axe and prostrated 
himself at the foot of the half-felled tree ; the delicate 
T 
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limbs of beauty were bowed in hall or bower, while the 
silken tissaes of their dxapeiy feU around them like a 
flower-bell aptmmed. Layman and priest, vaseal and 
lord, obeyed the hollow sammoos, and knelt side by 
side, forgetting all rank, all diBtinction, in the thoughts 
of death. 

I well reooUect perusing a very old Uack^ettered 
copy of Chaucer, It was considered a gem, probably 
one of the first editions printed by Caxton ; there was 
no stop from beginning to end. The tales were marked 
separately by a large red letter, which alone served to 
break the eternal monotony of the heavy black lines ; 
there was no other mark whereby to distinguish one 
story from another. It was a dull day, and the antique 
character in which the book was printed rendered the 
reading heavy. I was turning over the leaves, and dis- 
covered upon the margin of one page a few letters which 
had been written with ink ; but, then, they were so pale 
and yellow tlurough age as scarcely to be legible ; the 
characters bore a close resemblance to those printed, 
they were written in a fine hand, and would, when fresh, 
have appeared clear and delicate. With some difficulty 
I deciphered them, and they read thus : 

*' The belle toUes ! Thjnke offe me whanne qhuat I ham deede. 
-*Maxy Tyvertone, aged 80, 1490." 

And who was Mary Tiverton ? doubtless some gay, 
beautiful, light-hearted girl, who had been perusing 
these poems soon af^er publication, had laughed at the 
merry pilgrims until her dark tresses flew loose from 
the " hooding wimple," partaking of her wild glee — 
her eyes, perchance, had fallen upon the dusky wain- 
scot, dimly lighted by the narrow window, when in the 
height of her merriment a death-bell sounded from, the 
neighbouring monastery. My fancy pictured her closing 
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die Tolume, and placing it upon the high-backed oaken 
chair, by which she knelt to offer up a prayer for the 
soul of the departed, according to the injunctions of her 
confessor. I saw her arise, and her eye wandered for 
a moment upon the gaudy tapestry, where its foldings 
partially revealed horse and hound, and huntsman. Her 
beautiful face became saddened by thought, for the heavy 
bell still sounded ; then Chaucer's poems again rested 
upon her knee, and she took up a curious pen, wrapped 
about with silk and golden wire, and dipped it into an 
ancient inkstand, which represented a wild boar's head 
grinning hideously, and then she wrote upon the margin 
of her new book : 

" The bell tollt ! think of me when that I am dead.— Marj 
TiTerton, aged 20. 1490." 

But to proceed. As I was comfortably seated one 
evening in autumn in the Plough tap-room, among seve- 
ral of the homely villagers, our conversation ehanced 
to turn upon the Old Hall, an ancient desolate building 
which stood near a neighbouring wood, and had long 
been an object of terror to the peasants, through the 
rumours so much in circulation of noises heard there in 
the night, and sighs appalling which no tougue could 
describe. The night was stormy and dark, and the 
wind howled and roared down the wide chimney, while 
the old swing-sign creaked and whistled in the blast, 
making it upon the whole as solemn and fearful a time 
as any one who loves to be miserable could covet. 

" I don't believe in ghosts," said one of our party, 
drawing nearer to his companion as he spoke, for just 
then a gust of wind drove the smoke into the apartment; 
" I don't believe in them, just for this reason : first, 
because when we are dead, if we go to heaven, we 
shall never want to come here again to toil and moil ; 
T2 
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and if we happen to go to the other place, why, theyll 
never let us come back, whether we want or not ; so 
for these reasons I don't believe in ghosts." 

" Well," said another, whose eyes were on the full 
stretch, and whose face caught the broad deep glare of 
the ruddy fire, ** well, belieye what you like, but when 
my brother Mark died, thoff he was aboon a hundred 
miles off and we didn't know he was ailing, yet just at 
the very time as the letter said he died, we heard three 
loud knocks on our oak chest. Bill and I were sitting 
down stairs, and I says to him, ' Bill,' says I, ' as sure 
as a gun that's a sign of death ;' and sure enough it was, 
80 1 believe in ghosts." 

" I am sure old Bartley appeared again af\er he was 
dead," said another ; " for, if you remember, them Me- 
thody folks used to sit up and sing and pray all night, 
and one time, as dasher Cawdell was taking his horses 
down Humble-car Lane, about twelve o'clock at mid- 
night, he saw old Bartley standing against his own door, 
wearing the very same red waistcoat that he had on 
when alive, and he said, * Good night, Mr. Bartley,' 
for he didn't know he was dead ; and the people who 
were inside rushed out and asked Clasher whom he 
was talking to, and he said he was only wishing Mr. 
Bartley good night, and before he had well got the 
words out of his mouth he vanished, red waistcoat and 
all. I believe it to be as true as true can be." 

" Well, I do believe in the Devil," said the first 
speaker, ** for he appeared to old Joe Stow one Sunday 
morning in Lea wood, for getting sticks ; he rattled his 
chains and run him as far as Benny Turner's house, 
and when he found he couldn't catch Joe, why, he 
vanished in a flash of fire, among some fir trees." 

" Now, that isn't at all likely," said another ; " because 
it stands to sense, that if it be to the Devil's interest ta 
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get folks to break the Sabbath, why, he's not such a fool 
as to frighten 'em away, to make 'em do better." 

*' Happen not," was the answer ; " but you know he 
might have come to carry old Joe away altogether ; and 
Joe thought so too, and says he believes old Nick would 
have had him— only he happened to remember the first 
line in the Lord's Prayer." 

" If you don't believe in ghosts," said an old man 
who sat smoking in the comer, and who was noted for 
being the bravest fellow in the village in these matters 
when he was drunk, *' why, go and sleep in the Old Hall 
as I have done, and you'll hear row enough there to 
keep you awake, I'll warrant you." 

" I've often looked through the broken windows at 
da3rtime, and saw nothing," said the one who doubted 
the Devil's appearance. 

" Happen not," answered old Richard, ^< not in the 
da3rtime, because ghosts never walk 'till twelve o'clock 
at night, and then they always vanish away when the 
cock crows. But if I haven't seen 'em," added he, 
shaking his head mysteriously, while the humour twink- 
ling in his eye belied his gravity, " I've heard as big 
noises kicked up as if a score of ghosts were playing 
at nine pins." 

" Well, what have you heard ?" inquired half a dozen 
anxious voices. 

" Why," continued the old man, tipping a sly wink to 
mine host, " when I slept in the Old Hall one night, I 
lay awake until I heard the church-clock strike twelve, 
and then all at once, as I lay listening, something came 
pat, pat, pat, up stairs ;" imitating the measured footsteps 
as he spoke by tapping his knuckles on the table. 
" Well, I lay listening, and it came up as far as the 
chamber-door, which I had left ajar — " 

" And what did you see 1" inquired another. 
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« NoUuDg," answered the old num ; ^ only wlwn h 
bad stayed a few moments, it went pat, pat, down sgain ; 
and if it wasnt a ghost, why, it must have been a rat." 

** It was a ghost sore enoogh," said the si^wrstitioos 
brother of the deceased Mark, ** and if I'd been yon, I 
sbould have spoken to it." 

*< And what should yon hare said ?" inquired old 
Richard, with a grin. 

" I should have had a prayer-book or else the Bible 
in my hand," answered the other, ^ and laying it on my 
heart, I shonld hare said, ' In die name o' th' Lord, who 
are you ? what do you want ? where do you come frae t 
what is it troubles you V I should have said so three 
times, then it would hare been forced to answer me, 
ebe it coold nerer hare come again. I know this 
would have done, because I once heard my grandfather 
say, as his grandfather once knew a parson as did so 
to a ghost, and it told him where some money was 
bnried, and, when it had done all it wanted, it never 
came again. Now, I believe there's money hidden 
s o mewh ei e in the Old Hall, and that this ghost cant 
test till it's discovered where it is." 

*' Is it true," inquired another, <^that a young woman 
in white, without a head, is seen walking on Morton* 
bank every night at twelve a-clock ?" 

'* Not every night," replied the host ; " but I believe 
one walks there sometimes, especially when it's wild 
and stormy, and anybody in the neig^ibourhood's dead. 
I once heard Dick King say that she chased him as far 
as Crow-gaidi, and that he had to run as hard as ever 
his shammocks could go to get out of her way. About 
a hundred years ago, they say, a sailor murdered his 
sweetheart there, and then cut off her head, and after 
that drowned her in the Trent, and that her spirit haa 
been seen there at different times ever since." 
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*' Welly Fve never seen aught worse than myself," said 
the &:st speaker, " and Fve been under Tom Otter's gib- 
bet-post at Drinsey-nook, when Saxilby church^ciock's 
been striking twelve ; so that I think if there is aught 
to be seen in the way of ghosis, the place where a fellow 
committed muder, and where he himself hangs, would 
be a likely spot enough." 

" I have heard say that he used to shout after fdks 
to take him down, when first he was gibbeted," said an 
eager listener ; " and that he had life in him after he 
had hung there three years." 

^ Siuff-a-nonsense," answered the other; ^*it was 
Oiuly the wind whistling through his gibbet-irons thai 
made a bit of a rattling, or else the dark fir trees that 
made a roaring noise owr Saxilby Moor.* As to his 
having life in him after three years, I have heard that a 
bird built its nest in his mouth, so I si^pose that's what 
they meant ; but whether it be true or not, I can't say : 
however, to settle all disputes about ghosts. 111 make 
one to sit up all night in the Old HaU,if anybody besides 
dare join me !" 

To this three others gave a ready assent, in spite of 
old Richard's endeavouring to dissuade them, and the 
next evening we set out on our '^ perilous expedition." 

Autumn had already far advanced, and the sweet 
greenery of summer was fast changing into the gandy 
tints of death, dying like the dolphin in rainbow hues. 
Here and there the fallen leaves were careering over 
the desolate valleys, and all Nature wore her most 
solemn aspect; even the Old Hall, as we approached 
it, seemed to partake of the melancholy of nature, and 
sadly harmonized with the landscape. Never bad I 
seen a finer abode for a ghost ; it had such a mtnems 

• See note at tbe end of tfaii skstolt. 
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appearance, so mach to do with the past, and so little 
with the present, as one of our party said, *' It look- 
ed like a d3ring house." You felt as if man had w> 
business there, or wondered if ever the sunbeams beat 
on a spot so dreary and silent. A clump of tall old elnm 
towered up in the distance ; these had once contained 
a considerable rookery, but the dusky inhabitants had 
long since fled : you saw the deep blue sky through 
the rents of the decaying nests ; only one large old 
rook stood swinging himself upon a solitary branch and 
uttering his mournful caw amid the desolatioii. Here 
and there a large old oak poked out its gnarled and 
hoary arm from the wood, and grated along the ridge of 
a moss-covered wall, which ran along behmd the build- 
ing. The old house was one of that description so well 
calculated to call up recollections of scenes of yore : 
its old oaken doors, heavUy studded with iron, and bear- 
ing marks of former battering, told that there had been 
a day when " banners hung on high and batdes passed 
below :" its deep stone window-frames were shorn of 
their gaudy glass, and the free wind passed in and out 
as it listed. One pillar of the massy porch had slipped, 
and the whole of it now hung awry, while the huge slab 
which seemed to slumber before it, was covered with 
yellow lichens, teliing that long years had passed away 
since the foot of man had echoed there. We entered 
the venerable mansion, and saw the walls which had 
once been wainscoted, now nearly naked ; or where 
here and there an old oaken panel was loosely hung, it 
had become a plaything for the wind. In the kitchen, 
or servants' hall, was an ancient oaken table, with its 
sturdy urn-like legs ; while two high-backed chairs, 
such as an antiquary loves to gaze upon, stood like sen- 
tries at either end of this formidable piece of furniture, 
all seeming to look with regret upon the wide rusted 
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grate, which in olden times had done so much toward 
preparing the feast. A wide balustraded staircase led 
US to the upper rooms ; in one of these stood an old- 
fashioned high-testered bed, with its curions curtains, on 
which some long-forgotten hand had enwrought Jacob's 
dream, where troops of red-winged angels were climb- 
ing a blue ladder, which led to a heaven of deep yellow. 
I thought the bed bore signs of recent disturbance, but 
made no remark thereon, nor did we pause to open a 
door at the end of the room, as we were anxious to 
kindle a fire in the wide grate, and seat ourselves in 
comfort for the evening in the hall or kitchen. 

As the darkness was now advancing, and we had 
examined the most striking part of this old mansion, and 
collected fuel enough to bum throughout the night, we 
sat down before the cheerful fire, filled our pipes, and 
uncorked a bottle of Burton ale, while one of our friends 
sung the following quaint old song, which, no doubt, 
had often been trolled forth before in that very room, at 
merry Christmas-tide, or the happy harvest supper, and 
which will live longer than any homily old Bishop Still 
ever composed, and carry his name through centuries. 
It was first printed in 1575, and is entitled, ** Jolly 
Good Ale f and thus runs the burthen : 

" I cannot eat bat little meat, 

Mj Btomach is not good ; 
Bat eare I think, that I can drink 

With him that wears a hood. 
Though I go bare, take ye no care, ' 

I am nothing a-cold ; 
I itoff my akin lo full within. 

Of jolly good ale and old. 
Back and aide, go bare, go bare, 

Both foot and hand go cold : 
Bat belly, God send thee good ale enough, 

'Whether it be new or old. 
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I love no TOMt but a nat-brown toast. 

And a ciab laid in the fire, 
A little bread ahail do me stead, 

Much bread I don*t desire ; 
Nor frost nor snow, nor wind, I trow, 

Csn hart me if I wold, [would,] 
I am so wiapp'd, and throwly la|»p'd 

Of jolly good ale end old. 
Back and aide, go bare, dec. 

And Tib my wife, that as her life, 

Loveth well good ale to seek. 
Full oft drinks she, till ye may see 

The tears ran down her ckeek ; 
Then doth she trowl to me the bowl, 

Even as a malt-worm should ; 
And saith, sweetheart, I took my part 

Of this jolly good ale and old. 
Back and side, go bare, dec. 

Now let them drink, till they nod and wink. 

Even as good fellows should do. 
They shall not miss to have the bliss 

Qood ale doth bring men to : 
And all poor souls that have scoured bowls 

Or have them lustly trolde, 
God save the lives of them and their wives, 

Whether thej be young or old. 
Back and side, go bare, 6k. 

The song ceased, the glass circulated with greater 
speed, and we told our merriest and most doleful tales, 
not forgetting every story of ghosts and murder that we 
had before heard. 

Night came on in deep autumnal blackness, one of 
those moonless nights, whose " nodding horror " makes 
darkness visible. The wind had arisen, and, lifting up 
its deep voice, roared loudly as it swept over the gloomy 
wood, which groaned again beneath the rumbling blast. 
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that rang through the grated windows beneath our feet 
as if a host of demons bestrode the gale. The loosened 
wainscot also flapped upon the mouldering walls ; and 
the owls, which had been disturbed from their ancient 
abode by the fire we had kindled, were flying abroad 
hooting to eaehother, as if they were inquiring the cause 
of molestation. Alone, the uproar would hare been 
awful ; but as it was, we were bent upon being merry, 
and tried to outsing the wind, and vie in our tumult 
within doors the loud outcry abroad. At length we 
heard something fall upon the floor overhead, which 
caused us to spring suddenly from our seats, and look at 
each other, to see who should first volunteer to investi- 
gate the cause of this alarm. After a long parley, it was 
decided that we should all go together, and, as the stair* 
oase was very wide, we went four abreast. Nothing, 
however, had occurred, beyond the falling of a panel, 
and while replacing it, we were suddenly startled by a 
deep howl from below : we listened and distinctly heard 
the tread of soft footsteps, moving rapidly along the floor. 
It was no dream — the pat, pat, pat, that old Richard 
had described, was distinctly heard, and we wished that 
the old man was with us. While ^e thus stood upon 
the landing, looking blankly into each other's face, or 
glancing down the staircase — which was entirely dark 
saving the faint gleam which our lamp cast, or an oc- 
casional burst of light from the fire below— we saw dis- 
tinctly amid the gloominess at the foot of the stain, a 
pair of fierce, bright fiery eyes, fixed attentively upon 
us. As we gazed upon them, they seemed to blaze 
again with a deep steady glare, and one of our com- 
panions whispered that they had twice flashed fire ; but 
this I attributed to himself winking through fear. What 
could be done ? there was no escaping down the wide 
staircase without passing those hideous eyes ; as to the 
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form they belonged to, we could see nothing of it for 
the deep shadow of the hall-door which we had left 
ajar : those ejes seemed only to have sprang from the 
darkness. 

" Do you believe in ghosts now ?" whispered one of 
our bravest to the skeptic. " No," answered he ; '* thai 
is none other than the devil." How long we might 
have stood gazing upon those glaring eyebaUs I know 
not, had not our fears caused us to huddle together, and 
that so closely, that, in endeavouring to get hindmost, 
the feet of the unbeliever slipped, and down stairs he 
rolled, carrying away the lamp which he held, and which 
was speedily extinguished. We heard a deep growl-* 
then a noise as if blows were falling upon some hollow 
object ; then came a loud laugh, which at another time 
would have sounded mirthfully, but amid the gloom 
and deep excitement under which we laboured, it rang 
exultingly and fiend-like, and we doubted not but that 
Sathanus was triumphing over his prey. Suddenly a 
light broke forth from the large kitchen or servants' hall, 
and we discovered a four-footed monster, capering and 
making a variety of antics ; in form it resembled a dog, 
but, in that hurid light, our imaginations gave him a shag« 
giness and a blackness such as is only seen when the 
evil one is said to assume that shape. At length the 
form of our fallen companion appeared at the bottom of 
the stairs, laughing loudly, and calling upon us to de- 
scend. He had then entered into a compact with the 
demon, and perhaps intended sacrificing us for his own 
safety; no, we would not descend: again he exclaimed: 
" Come down, you fools ; it's only my dog Boxer, that 
has followed us all this way, and as he found the door 
open, he walked in while we were up stairs." 

We again seated ourselves before the fire, and laugh* 
ei heartily at the termination of our adventure ; while 
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the skeptic tried bard to conyince us that he ventured 
down stairs of his own accord, and knew from the first 
that it was no ghost. He accounted for his novel mode 
of descending, through his anxiety to make the discovery, 
averring that, from the first, he knew it was only his 
own dog. However, in spite of all his arguments, we 
had our doubts on the matter. 

While enjoying our tipple, smoking a cigar, or patting 
the dog, which was basking at full length before the 
fire, our conversation turned upon the cause which had 
brought about the desolation that then reigned over the 
Old Hall. All known on the matter was^ that the old 
lord, the last of his race who dwelt there, was suspected 
of murdering a young lady and her child, and throwing 
their bodies into a gloomy lake which stood in the cen- 
tre of the neighbouring wood ; and one of our party 
repeated a ballad which he had written on the subject, 
and thus ran the story of 

THE HAUNTED LAKE. 

There is a wood which few dare tread, 

So gloomy are the hoary trees : 
The Taulted chambers of the dead 
Scarce fill the sool with half the dread 

Toa feel while standing under these. 

Deep in its centre stands a lake, 
Which the o*erhanging umbrage darkens ; 

No roaring wind those boughs can shake. 

Ruffle the water's face, or break 
The silence there which ever hearkens. 

No flowers around that water grow. 

The birds fly over it in fear, 
The antique roots above it bow, 
The newt and toad crawl deep below, 

The black snake also sleepeth there. 
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F«w are th« ipots so deathij still, 

So wnpp'd in deep eternal gloom : 
No aoand is heard of sjlvan rill, 
A Toiceless silence seems to fill 
The air around that liquid tomb. 

The \Tf creepeth to and fipo, 

Along the arching boughs #hieh meet ; 
The fir and dark-leaved mistletoe 
Hang o'er the holly and black-sloe, 
In darkness which can ne'er retreat. 

For there the sunbeams never shine, 

That sullen lake beholds no sky, 

No moonbeam drops iu silvery line. 

No star looks down with eye benign : 

Even the white owl hurries by. 

The huntsman passes at full speed, 

The hounds howl loud and seem to fear it ; 
The fox makes for the open mead, 
Full in the teeth of man and steed — 
He will not deign to ahelter near it. 

No woodman's axe is heard to soand 

Within that forest night or day ; 
No human fooUtep dents the ground. 
No voice disturbs the deep profound ; 
No living soul dare through it stray. 

For shrieks are heard there in the night. 

And wailings of a little child ; 
And ghastly streams of lurid light 
Have flashed upon the traveller's sight. 
When riding by that forest wild. 

For there hath human blood been shed 
Beside the tangling bramble's brake, 
And still they say the murdered dead 
Rise nightly from their watery bed. 
And wander round the Haunted Lake. 
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'Tit tud the 18 a Lady fair, 

In ailken robes superbly dres8*d» 
With large bright eyes that wildly glare, 
Wliile clotted locks of long black hair 

Drop o'er the infant at her breast. 

She speaks not, but her white hand raises, 

And to the lake with pointed 6nger 
Beckons the step of him who gazes ; 
Then shrieking seeks the leafy mazes, 

Leaving a pale blue light to linger. 

But who she is no one can tell, 

Nor who her murderer might be, — 
Bat one beside that wood did dwell. 
On whom suspicion darkly fell : 

A rich nnhappy Lord was he. 

In an old hall he lived alone. 

No servant with him dared to stay ; 
For shriek and yell, and piercing groan, 
And infant's ciy, and woman's moan. 

Rang through those chambers night and day« 

He was indeed a wretched man, 
And wrung his hands, and beat his breast : 

His cheeks were sunken, thin and wan. 

Remorse had long deep furrows run 
Across his brow — ^he could not rest. 

He sometimes wandered round the wood. 

Or stood to listen by its side ; 
Or bending o*er the meadow-flood. 
Would try to wash away the blood, 

With which his gnil^ hands seemed dyed. 

He never spoke to living soul ; 

Oh, how an infant made him quake ! 
For then his eyes would wildly roll. 
And he would shriek, and curse, and growl, 

As if he felt the burning lake. 
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Scarcely had the poet ended his ditty, when, startling 
as the sound of a trumpet, sudden as unexpected thun- 
der, we heard one of the doors up stairs close with a 
loud bang, and a heavy foot moved slowly, or seemed 
rather to stagger, across the floor under which we sat. 
This was not fancy, for the old windows chattered again 
at every stride that was taken : the ghost, then, had come 
at last, and we sprang up from our seats, and gazed with 
astonishment at each other. 

** Intpiriiig John Barley-corn, 
What dangers dost thou make us scorn/' 

for had we not drunk pretty deeply by this time, ten to 
one we should have adjourned by mutual consent, and 
never ventured out again a ghost hunting. 

" Come along," exclaimed the unbeliever in ghosts, 
grasping a large rusty poker, " and m exorcise him, 
even if it be the old Lord himself." 

*' I fear this will turn out more serious than the dog 
adventure," said another, " and I for one will prefer stay- 
ing behind." 

** Then' stay alone," exclaimed we, endeavouring to 
look brave and follow our leader, while our knees were 
ready to knock together through fear. Again we as- 
cended the staircase ; we gained the uppermost land* 
ing, and the skeptic was in the act of opening the massy 
chamber-door, when something fell so heavily on the 
floor, as caused the whole staircase to vibrate ; a deep 
groan followed the fall, and then we heard some one 
within breathe heavily. This was too much : the unbe- 
liever bounded down stairs at three leaps, and we heard 
his teeth chatter again with terror. We were about to 
follow his example, when we heard a deep husky voice 
exclaim, " Betty, fill this pint ;" the tones were fami* 
liar to us, we rushed in with one accord, and found our 
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friend, old Richard, Btietched upon the floor dead drunk. 
The mystery needed no farther explanation : we had 
long marvelled where he slept, and now discovered that 
he lived rent free at the Old Hall ; and he had some 
interest in circulating the rumours of its being haunted. 
We put the old man comfortably to bed, and when we 
returned to the kitchen, we found our brave leader upon 
his knees, nor did we, until many a long day after, 
tell him who was the living ghost of the Haunted 
House. 



Tom Otter (or Thomas Tempore!!) was executed at Lincoln in 
1806, and bis body afterward hung in chains on Saxilbj Moor, near 
the ancient Roman Fossdylce. He married Mary Kirlcam on Son- 
day morning, November the third, and murdered her on the evening 
of the same day, within a few yards of where his gibbet-post is at 
this hour standing. Last spring I caught a glimpse of the gibbet- 
poet and irons, whi!e passing the end of the lane ; nor conld I for- 
get the sensations wliich the sight of it awalsened in me when a 
boy, when I stood gazing upon the mon!dering bones and tlie rusted 
irons, or heard them whistling in the wind at night, as I passed the 
long line of gloomy fir trees. I commenced a paper on the subject 
of the murder, intending it for the present volume ; but the whole 
a£fair had such a revolting appearance, that it wte thrown aside in 
disgust. So hardened was the murderer, that his countenance 
underwent no change during the trial, nor did his firmness abate 
when sentence of death was passed upon him ; it was only after- 
ward, when the judge decided that his body should be hung in 
chains, that his resolution faltered. 



u 
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THE SUBSIDING OF THE WATERS. 

Tlie mom is up tg«m ! the dewy mora, 

With breftth aU iDceaae, and with cheek all bloom ; 

Leoghiiig the clouds awaj with playful sconi, 

And liviiig as if earth contained no tomb, 

And glowing into day. 

ChiUUHarM. 

The ark had long stood motionless as a mountain 
upon the calm waters, for scarce a wave murmured 
along that illimitable ocean, which spread far as the 
cloudy shores of the sky, above the silent world. The 
sun streamed out high in the hearen, and darted his 
golden beams upon the outstretched deep ; but neither 
tree nor turret arose to break the dazzling light; no 
green hill uplifted its etemal«head — for even the pointed 
peaks of the highest summits lay far below the slumber- 
ing waves. Not a vestige of the beautiful earth was 
visible — ^nothing, save the shadow of the ark and the 
floating clouds, was mirrored upon the bosom of the 
waters. The dolphin and the shark swam through the 
streets of mighty cities, and the sword-fish pursued its 
prey over the temples of the gods. 

Seven times had the sun arisen since the waves last 
boiled like a cauldron, as they rushed down the only 
empty cavern which the world contained ; since then no 
sound had broken the stiUness of that watery solitude. 
At length a dove was loosened from its floating prison, 
and, springing into the air, spread its white wings 
in the sunshine, wheeling in w<mder around its own 
U2 
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shadow beneath : then making a few circles higher ap 
the aky, it sailed away upon the clear bosom of the 
wind, and searched in vain for its former home. What 
time the shadow of the ark fell eastward it flitted before 
the grated window, darkening as it passed the lovely 
brow of Japhet's wife, who was waiting anxiously the 
return of her favourite bird. At last the drenched boughs 
of a pine appeared in the disunce, resting like a floating 
bicanch upon the waves ; the drooping wings of a dead 
eagle waved to and fro amid the weeds that also fluttered 
in the breeze as they hung suspended from the dropping 
branches. Then rose the tops of the mountains, like 
tiny islands, dotting the immeasurable ocean ; here and 
there the water rushed furiously along as it became 
narrowed between the defiles, bearing down masses of 
the precipice, that like flood-gates had retarded its pro- 
gress. The ponderous whale threw the lessening waves 
aside, as he tried in vain to clear the pointed crags on 
which he rested, wounding himself deeper at every 
struggle. The mighty sea-snake was entangled among 
the trees, and reared his piHar-like crest in the sunshine, 
and arched the silver of his neck to reach the reced- 
ing waters ; but the inwoven boughs bore him alofl in 
triumph ; and the curled leaves soon spread out to the 
wind and sunshine, as bright as when the nightingale 
last sang amid their branches. Soon the little hills 
bared their green heads to the sky ; then the plains 
stretched out their expansive bosoms, and desolate 
cities became visible. The sea«weed " clung to the 
marble of their palaces ;" the crown of the monarch 
had been washed away, and rested beside the beggar's 
wallet ;— ^ven the dog had raised his last yell upon the 
ermined robes of the Pagan priest. By the city gate 
lay a dead tiger — ^the head of a lovely child rested upon 
the striped savage, its little arms encircling his shaggy 
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neck ; — a wolf rested by its side, in a cringiDg position, 
as if it had fled there for safety. Hard by lay a beauti- 
ful maiden — ^her long hair was unbound, and fell in clus- 
ters upon the grass ; her white hand reclined upon a 
young lamb which lay dead beside her ; around its neck 
hung a garland of flowers, but they were all withered ; 
upon her other hand rested its mouth, as though it had 
died licking her taper fingers. A basket of rude work- 
manship stood near, which also contained a few faded 
£owers and a chaplet partly woven, with which she 
intended to have adorned her own hair. An unfinished 
building, of splendid architecture, stood by the side of 
a river, but the rich carvings of the pillars were strange- 
ly festooned with weeds ; and oozing slime covered the 
marble staircases — and the forms of dead fishes lay 
baking in the long galleries through which the sunbeams 
darted. Plummet and rule were buried beneath the sand, 
while colossal statues reared their high heads amid the 
ruins like proud possessors of the pile, triumphing over 
those who had given them shape, and now lay prostrate 
9l their feet. 

In a large temple, set apart for the worship of the 
stars, hundreds had rushed for safety in the hour of 
danger. And now the abated waters revealed them as 
when they rushed headlong upon their idolatrous devo- 
tion. Beside the altar lay the priestess, grasping in her 
hand the symbol of office— a silver star glittering upon 
the head of a serpent of carven gold. Upon the marble 
pavement knelt a group of beautiful maidens, attendants 
at the sacrifice ; each wore a star on her forehead, bound 
by a fillet of white roses. Some of them were scatter- 
ed apart by the roaring deluge. One had thrown her 
arms around a ponderous pillar, and had died pressing 
it with an agonized embrace ; — another had fallen just 
within reach of the altar; while a third had torn the 
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Star from her brow, and died pressing it to ker chillj 
bosom. 

Beyond a flight of broad steps, that led to the shrine 
of the star-god, was stretched a young woman. Her 
arms were uplifted in death, and she held a little infaat 
in her grasp, as if she had died imploring her idol to 
protect it. Upon the bosom of a beautiful youth was 
pillowed the head of a lovely girl ; his arms encircled 
her snowy neck — ^her long hair fell in masses upon his 
shoulder, the waters had swept one lock across his lips, 
and they had closed pressing it A young kid, ready 
bound for the sacrifice, lay upon the floor, a rusted knife 
had fallen beside it, while an old priest, whose long 
beard fell over the star upon his bosom, lay with 
clenched teeth at its feet. Several groups had fallen 
in the confusion ; some, in endeavouring to regain the 
open door, lay in masses around the threshold — ^while 
others were stretched at the base of the altar and around 
the shrine of the idol. 

In another part of the city lay a group of drunkards ; 
some yet held the wine-cups in their hands. One had 
died with his arm uplifted to heaven, and his hand 
clenched, as if he had shaken it in defiance at the 
Omnipotent. Others had perished holding the goblets 
aloft, as though diey had waved them to some bac- 
chanal chorus. One grasped the handle of a capacious 
vessel, as if in the act of replenishing his cup ; another 
lay apart, with clasped hands and distended mouth, as 
if he had died shrieking ; while a third had ezpured 
in the deep slumber of drunkenness. Here and there 
mingled the forms of women ; some tearing their hair 
in agony; others kneeling upon the earth in prayer; 
one pressed her infant to her bosom — another clutched 
the arm of her husband — while a third had fallen upon 
the ground in the act of lifting the wine-cup to her lips. 
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The streets were silent — where so lately had sounded 
the voices of merriment, all was now as mute as the 
grave. Not a footstep echoed through the lofty arches 
of that city — ^not a whisper sounded along the vaulted 
galleries — saving the tread of Japhet and his lovely 
wife, as they passed through on their way to the plains 
of Shinar. Here they had lived before the deluge— in 
those streets had Leelah left her little ones, when she 
was hurried reluctantly to the ark. Hand in hand they 
journeyed along by the desolate walls : they reached 
the door of their former home, and there lay the first- 
bom of their love— his sunny locks floating upon the 
moist sand ; one shriek did the fond mother raise, and 
fell upon the earth. Silent and dejected did Japhet 
bend over her : just then the gorgeous rainbow again 
spanned the azure arch of heaven ; the weeping hus- 
band pointed to the celestial sign, and they again 
wandered along, shedding tears at every footstep. 
Painful was their journey — they passed the lambs 
that knew Leelah's voice and came to her to be fed. 
The kine, too, which her own hands had milked in 
the rosy sunset, while her little ones gambolled around 
her, lay there. The camels that had so often borne 
them when they travelled, now stretched their stiff 
limbs upon the grass. And children, vrith which their 
little ones had played in hap^ hours, met their eyes 
at every turn. Even Lenar, the silver-voiced, she 
who had so often sung their little Neram to sleep, 
lay beside the vine tree, hugging the innocent child 
to her bosom. 

Leelah shed " a few natural tears " over the young 
barbarian that clasped her unconscious infant, for Le- 
nar had often knelt down with them to pray — and 
had bowed the dark ringlets of her hair at the name 
of Jehovah, and would have forsaken the idols which 
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her father worshipped — but now her sweet tongue 
was for ever hushed. No more in the Yslleys of De* 
lar would she gather the white lilies, to make a bed 
for her little Neram — no more climb the steep heights 
of Armon to pluck the blue-belled champaks, with 
whieh she so often adorned the young kids. The 
deep HuUum might murmur along — ^its waves would 
never again <^n to receive her beautiful form. The 
olive trees might put fotih their leaves, the grove of 
citrons blossom, and the sweet myrrh scatter its fra- 
grance on the breeze, but never again would those 
shady places be awakened by such melodious echoes, 
nor the wind bear away such dulcet music on its 
silken wings. 

Heaven looked down in pity upon the weeping wife 
as she bent over her lovely handmaiden and sinless 
child. And if a murmur escaped her pale lips at the 
unalterable decrees of Omnipotence, the recording angel 
registered it not ; for the sobbings of his own grief, at 
the sight of her misery, left him for a moment unguard- 
ed. And the all-seeing eye of the Eternal One flashed 
not then upon Justice, who slumbered at his feet, wearied 
with the last desolation. Cherubim and Seraphim bent 
pensively over the golden battlements of heaven, and 
sighed deeply as they looked down upon the silent 
world. Even the ancient Archangels leaned upon their 
silver trumpets and gazed upon the starry floor in deep 
wo. The white-winged harpers BfX apart ; — their heads 
bowed over the golden strings, but not an immortal 
finger struck the chords — there was a deep silence 
in heaven ! 

On they journeyed ; — ^horse and rider lay together in 
the still streets; the thundering chariots were over- 
turned ; many a proud steed, that had arched its neck 
«nd tossed out its long mane to the wind, lay with dis* 
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tended nostril on the earth — ^mute and powerless as the 
rider. Gold and garments were strewn in the places 
of merchandise. The garland of laurel and silver hung 
upon the tall columns of the arena, waving in the gale, 
as if in mockery it sought a competitor — but the sinewy 
wrestlers were all overthrown — ^not a champion stepped 
forth to contend for the prize ; even the all-conquering 
deluge had refused to bear it away. The challenge of 
the gladiator fluttered unnoticed in the breeze, the con- 
tending elements only had accepted it, and left destruc- 
tion to gaze on their triumph. 

In a car of rude emblazonry, rich with the vermil of 
burning suns and blushing meteors and stars twinkling 
fidntly in bedimmed silver, sat a heathen monarch. 
His arm was uplifted in stem command, and his lips 
apart, as if he yet shouted to his attendants. But they 
were not seen among the dead ; the hoof-marks of their 
steads were yet visible in the direction of the mountains, 
whither they had hurried in the hour of danger. The 
sceptre had fallen from his hand, and a slave had run 
forward a few paces with the rich toy. The laugh of 
derision rested upon his lips, as when the tempest had 
overtaken him. A young queen sat dead by the mo- 
narch's side ; her white hands were clasped together, 
and her lovely face was turned heavenward, as though 
she had died praying. 

In the deep defile that led to the mountains lay the 
dead in masses. Flocks; and herds, and drivers, and 
horsemen, and chariots, and heavily-laden vehicles were 
all mingled together. Here lay one who had contended 
with the spotted leopard for Ihe slippery ledge on which 
it had made its lair — but both man and beast had fallen 
in the struggle, and lay embracing each other in death. 
There another was circling the hanging pine, half-way 
down the steep precipice where it grew, and on which 
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he had been thrown from the height ;«-f>erfaa|w by his 
own brother. A third, with outstretched hands, still 
dung to a portion of the rock which had broken in his 
grasp. Further on was a youth who bore a maiden in 
his arms. One foot was pointing forward, as if he es- 
sayed another step, but, wearied with his fair burden, 
they had sunk down and died unseparated. 

Beyond these lay a little boy — he still held his young 
sister's band ; the fond mother had fallen above them 
with an infant at her breast — ^her face was turned to 
where they fell, as if she was encoun^g them to pro- 
ceed. The father had lingered behind ; a sickly child 
lay in his arms, its face pressed to his bosom, as though 
he had tried to shelter it from the sheeted torrents. 
Upon an eminence rested a young woman ; below it 
were two men ; one grasped with boA hands the stem 
of a broken bough, the other still clung to the farther- 
most twigs. With this rude weapon the husband^ad 
endeavoured to defend the height which he had gained 
with his wife, for preservation, but his adversary had 
caught the branch, and they had perished in the struggle. 
A hyena had succeeded him, and seemed to look down 
in death upon the combatants with savage triumph. 

Some had sought for shelter in a cavern by the moun« 
tain pass ; among these two sisters lay, their arms 
thrown around each other's neck — ^their lips were press- 
ed together ; even the merciless waves had rolled over 
them in pity, and left ihem undivided. In the centre of 
the cave lay a lovely girl, her little fingers were tvdned 
in the shaggy mane of a grim lion, which had stretched 
itself out there to die ; its long tail was lashed around 
the child, and they only appeared as if they slept, so 
placid was the little seraph's countenance, and such 
majestic repose seemed to rest upon the desert's mo- 
narch. An old man was laid beside them ; his shaggy 
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brows were closely knit, snd his leg was drawn upward, 
as if to avoid the lion's mouth ; but the jaws of the royal 
beast were closed, as though it had died vrithout a 
murmur. 

An afiiighted silence rested upon the earth ; the wind 
seemed to blow in whispers, as if afraid of its own Toice. 
Nothing save the rumbling rivers were heard, and they 
plashed along in hollow murmurs, as though they sought 
for some deep cavern in which they might slumber for 
ever. The very clouds appeared to pause as they joui^ 
neyed over the still sky, as if they mourned over the 
ruins of the world. The fallen grass rose reluctant from 
the pressure of the waters, sfraid to look round upon 
the desolation. And the trees hung down their droop- 
ing boughs in grief, for they had no flowers to over- 
shadow. No ring-dove cooed in the depths of the old 
forests ; not a skylark mounted the silvery palace of the 
heayens ; even those that were set free from the ark, 
hurried away without a warble, to search for the re- 
membered daisies. Not a lamb bleated in the vales — 
not an ox lowed upon the hills — ^no steed shook the 
fields with its bounding — ^no shepherd sounded his oaten 
reed beneath the old oak — no milk-maid carolled through 
the dales — not an axe echoed through the deep woods. 
The murmur of the city was hushed, the shrill laughter 
of merry children had died away. The snarling trum- 
pet chidednot,the clashing symbols had ceased to sound, 
the dull dead drum roUed no more. The deep baying 
of a dog, the crowing cock, the cawing rook, nay, even 
the chirp of a grasshopper, would have given a life to 
the awful scene, but no sound arose. The whole earth 
was wrapped in thought, as if listening for the voices of 
those who slumbered upon its bosom ; even the ancient 
hills appeared to hearken ! 

Oh ! deem not that the earth contained nothing beau* 
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tiful before the Delage ! When shsll we again gaze 
upon such matchless faces as those which drew down 
from heaven the sons of God by their loveliness ! Never 
again shall the still starlight be broken by the gentle 
flapping of snowy wings, such as the meek-eyed angels 
expanded when they sailed down to the bosoms of the 
daughters of men. Never more shall immortal lips be 
heard disclosing to listening beauty the secrets of the 
gardens of Zion, or pouring in full melody upon their 
ears sweet snatches of those lays which are alone war- 
bled in heaven. Beautiful were those beings who lured 
the young cherubim from their starry abodes ! Such a 
race will never again appear — ^no fair eyes are now up- 
lifted to the clouds — the eternal lovers have fled ! 

What would we not give for the traditions of these 
fallen angels — ^the wonders df heaven which they re- 
vealed to their beloved ones ! They alone could tell 
how the untrodden bowers of Paradise bloomed, after 
our first parents were driven from that abode of happi- 
ness. How would their silver pinions beat the fragrant 
air over the rich garden of Eden, as they paused, bird- 
like, above the tall myrtles and rich roses, such as never 
again blowed beyond those walls. But they are gone ! 
even those whose daring plumes beat the same thunder- 
cloud as that in which the lordly eagle screamed, will 
appear no more. Where are the rude songs which the 
early daughters of the earth first chanted ? — ^where the 
legends they told, when tending their flocks and herds 
in the unbounded plains ? — all are forgotten ! the roar- 
ing waters have left no vestige behind. 

No, no more is the grave of Abel strewn with flowers ; 
the old moonbeams alone can point out where he lies. 
The rude stones that marked the burial-place of Eve 
are all swept away, and the ancient oak that waved 
above the " narrow house " of Adam was uprooted by 
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the whirling waves. The flaming sword was also 
quenched that had blazed for a thousand years over 
the gates of Paradise. The deep river-courses were 
changed, and shaggy defiles formed through the iron 
bosom of the rocks. The sun, the moon, the stars, the 
blue sky, and the old ocean, only remained unaltered 
when the wide waters had subsided.* 

* The Aatbor apologia et for this paper, and a portion of one or 
two othen, which are not in exact keeping with the title of the 
volame ; bat tnuta that they will not be read with less pleasure on 
that acconnt. 
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THE OLD BULL'S HEAD. 

On through the hamlet as they paced, 
Before a porch, whose front was graced 
With bosh and flagon trimly placed, 

Lord Marmion drew his rein ; 
The Tillage iui seemed large, though nide« 
Its cheerful fire and hearty food 

Might well relieve his train. 

Jkatbuoh. 

EfERT man has his hobby ; that is, something which 
he takes more delight in than in aught besides ; mine 
is a love of rambling into the country, and, when weary, 
resting myself in some road-side ale-house, and there 
enjoying my glass of home-brewed, and my crust of 
bread and cheese, at leisure. This is a vagabondizing 
kind of life, which a poor author may enjoy without 
doing himself much injury ; a slip or two of paper, a 
pencil, and any rural stile, or the mossy stem of some 
old tree, or sloping sunny bank, make an excellent study ; 
and he can there luxuriate in the beauties of Nature, 
and attend to his labour at the same time. An old coat 
that has seen the sunshine of two or three summers, 
and a pair of trousers that can stand the wear and tear 
of bramble and gorse bush, are excellent materiab for 
these rural peregrinations : — ^never mind about dressing 
yourself like a gentleman — ^the trees and fields are no 
respecters of persons ; and although mine host may not 
show yon into his best parlour at the first visit, yet, 
after a time or two, you will find yourself on excellent 
terms with him. If he likes your looks, he will allow 
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you to dine with his family ; and if you are not oyer 
finely dressed, he will only charge you a shilling for 
your dinner, especially if he sees that you make your- 
self " quite at home " with him. Many of these old 
Bonifaces are very intelligent men ; they have seen a 
good deal of the world — at least the linng portion of 
it ; the wounded sailor and the weary soldier have» by 
turns, halted there, and told their " hair-breadth 'scapes" 
to the wondering rustics that assembled around the 
huge kitchen fire. The foot-beaten traveller lifts up his 
eyes thankfully when he sees the old sign swinging and 
creaking upon the tall post, well knowing that his shil- 
ling is sure to purchase him a pleasant look, rest, and 
refreshment. And well do I remember, when a boy, I 
spumed the brutal bondage of apprenticesUp, and set 
off, friendless and unknown, into the world to seek 
employment — with what pleasure I was wont to enter 
these rural caravansaries ! and, placing my little bundle 
on the long settle, spread my benumbed hands over the 
cheerful blaze. Many an old ale-house have I reposed 
in, when a boy, in the counties of Northumberland, 
Cumberland, Durham, Yorkshire, Nottinghamshire, and 
many another shire, that have stood a century or two, 
with their old-fashioned signs of " St. George and the 
Dmgon," "The Old Black Bull," "The Red Lion," 
« The Old Blue Bell," " The Old Bull's Head," " The 
Royal Oak," " The Plough," " The Old King's Head," 
" The Shakspeare," and many another old sterling 
English name. 

I know it is not considered gentlemanly to visit these 
ale-houses — ^these ancient taverns — where they sell 
" Ale, Wine, and Spirituous Liquors, deal in Tobacco, 
and have Good Accommodation for Man and Horse." 
But I could say a great deal on this matter, if I chose, 
and prove that, if it is not gentlemanly, it is almost the 
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only chance tbat the man in indifferent circumstances 
has of enjoying a social hoar or two with his neigh- 
bours. I respect the man who can pass his life every 
evening by his own fire-side with his family, and there 
find all he desires of domestic comfort ; nor have I a 
less respect for the honest tradesman, who for twenty 
years has been a regular visitant at the same old par- 
Ipmr ; and there, ni^t after night, sat and smoked his 
pipe and drank his two glasses of ale, or what not, and 
always retired home soberly between eleven and twelve 
o'clock. True, many will say, *' What need of this ? 
no man ought to afford it unless he is independent," and 
so on. Now, if none of us had more than we barely 
needed, what a world would this be ! it neither needs 
my books nor the engravings which accompany them, 
and I could name a thousand other things which it as 
little needs. Hear what the inmiortal Shakspeare has 
put into the mouth of Lear on this matter. 



** O reason not the need : oar basest beggars 
\re in the poorest things superflaoas. 
Allow not nature more than nature needs, 
Man's life is cheap as beasts : thoa art a Iady«- 
If only to go warm were gorgeous. 
Why, nature needs not what thou gorgeous wearest, 
Which scarcely keeps thee warm." 

Act n, Scene iv. 



The old cobbler, who lives opposite, has just gone in 
with a pint of beer — ^what a waste of money, when the 
waxy old dog has such a big water-butt in his own yard. 
Yet he is nearly fourscore, and, I doubt not, has for the 
last fifty years had his two pints of porter a day : and, 
I dare be sworn, never dreamed of joining the Tee-to- 
talers. Well, I take up the papers every day, and see 
X 
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dukes and earls, lords and ladies, announcing ** splendid 
dinners" and such like; now, this is but a loye of 
change ; they are not satisfied with the regular company 
who meet in the parlour of *' The Old Bull's Head." I 
have a great veneration for many of our old English 
femilies — the true and thorough-bred aristocracy ; their 
names are linked wtlh the great events of my countiy, 
and I could almost worship some of the old mansions 
they dwell in. But they have their own notions of 
comfort, and so have such as myself ; and, without any 
disrespect toward them^ I would give the preference to 
a snug parlour, where I can drink my pint of ale and 
enjoy my bread and cheese without ceremony. 

Taverns and road-side houses are great conveniences 
to both rich and poor ; and the gentleman who halts to 
rest his horses and refresh himself, would feel as much 
inconvenience if they were abolished, as the poor way- 
iJEurer who halts to eat his crust and drink his half pint 
of ale. Tee-totalism and railways are doing much to 
crush these truly national and ancient haunts of John 
Bull ; but they are rooted in the land — they are natives 
of the soil — and will never be exterminated while the 
merry doings of Prince Hal and sack-swallowing Fal- 
staff, and the Boar in Eastcheap, are remembered. A 
cup of good ale has always been the emblem of good 
fellowship in England ; nor should I wish to live to see 
lit give place to unmanly tea, coffee— children's drink — 
and greasy chocolate. Let those modem wiseacres, 
who would eonvinoe us that there is but little sustenance 
in malt liquor, ask those athletic fellows who are cutting 
through rocks and hills on the railwajrs whether or not 
they could go through their heavy labour without it, and 
they will answer, no. It agrees with them— they are 
strong, and enjoy perfect health, although their labour 
fa of the hardest ; nor eould they wheel such barrow* 
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loads up hill on wishy-washy and sloppy Hyson. There 
is a deal of cant and humbug going on in the present 
day, of foolish fanaticism and maudlin morality, which 
to a true-hearted Englishman is sickening. I hate to 
dwell upon it ; and feel half ashamed of my country, 
when I contemplate its falling character. God grant 
that I may never live to see Old England a nation of 
canting saints and enfeebled water-drinkers ! Thejfoot- 
step of John Bull has hitherto sounded firm as the ring- 
ing of his own full barrels ; he was once a prick-eared 
Roundhead, but he did not long endure his change. Let 
him alone, and he knows best what will agree with his 
capacious stomach ; he can fight better, and sleep better 
too, on beef and ale than on tea and toast ; reform all 
drunkards, and they will have every honest man^s praise ; 
but may they feed twelve moons on tea-leaves if they 
would entirely deprive us of our jolly old ale ! I am 
willing to give them credit for their good intentions, and 
also to admit that they have done much good, and been 
the means of reforming many drunkards ; so far, their 
endeavours are praiseworthy, and, prejudiced as I am 
against their general system, they have for this my 
hearty thanks. But why should they set their faces 
against the man who enjoys his pipe and glass, and 
never was a drunkard ? Why refuse to deal at the 
shop of the old grocer, because he has been in the habit 
of taking his pint or two of ale at the " Old Bull's Head," 
and could not now leave it off; forgetting that "habit 
is second nature ?" — ^it is here that the system is bad ; 
. bad as that of the landlord compelling his tenant to vote 
the way he pleases. It is depriving a man of his chief 
blessing, and no longer leaving him a free agent of his 
own actions, on the one hand, nor of his conscience on 
the other. Leave those who neither do themselves nor 
X2 
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their families any hurt by enjoying their social glass, 
and spending a pleasant hour among their neighbours, 
the privilege of pleasing themselves, without attempting 
to injure them, and force them into habits contrary to 
their inclination by base and unmanly measures. Let 
those who prefer tea, swallow it until they are as round 
as a tea-urn — but do not compel a man 

** To hif next neighboar*t hoose, to sit down uod take tea with him, 
WheD he feels all the time that it does not agree with him." 

It is, beyond all doubt, a sin to get drunk ; but we 
nowhere read of it being a crime to drink of that which 
does us good ; and there are not a few passages in Scrip- 
ture that speak of " the heart being made merry with 
wine ;" and the miracle of Cana in Galilee, at the wed- 
ding, is not much in favour of water. 

I was marvelling the other day how toasts and healths 
were drunk in these tee-total assemblies, or any other 
exhilarating scene carried on. Rather difficult, I guess, 
to toss off a bumper of reeking hot— and when cold it 
is nothing ; a real tea-drinker could never propose a 
toast with three times three ; or do justice to her ma- 
jesty's health in Hyson ; or feel any warm effects from 
Gun-powder. But we will turn to one or two of our old 
poets, and see what they have said in favour of ale ; and 
begin with Bishop Still, who was none the worse a divine 
for loving a cup of jolly good ale ; and, although he was 
Bishop of Bath and Welh, he seems not to have been 
over fond of water. 

** A stoup of ale, then, cannot fail 
To cheer both heart and soul ; 
It hath a charm, and without harm 
Can make a lame man whole. 
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For he who thinks, and water drinks, 

Is never worth a dump : 
Then fill year cop, and drink it np — 

< May he be made a pomp !' " 

The following stanzas are from an excellent old song 
in praise of ale : 

** The poor man will praise it, so hath he good caose. 
That all the year eats neither partridge nor quail, 
Bnt sets up his rest, and makes op his feast. 
With a crust of brown bread and a pot of good ale. 

** The beggar whose portion is always his prayers, 
Not having a tatter to hang on his tail. 
Is as rich in his rags as the chart in his bags, 
If he once but shake hands with a tankard of ale. 

" And he that doth dig in the ditehes all day, 
And quite wearies himself at the plough-tail, 
Will speak no less things than of queens and of kings, 
If he touch but the top of a pot of good ale. 

<* And the good old clerk, whose sight waxeth dark. 
And ever he thinks that the print is too small. 
He will see every letter, and say service better, 
If he glaze but his eyes with a pot of good ale. 

** They tell whom it kills, but say not a word 
How many a man liveth both sound and ha 



" Well, if we do nothing worse than drink a cup of 
good ale now and then,'' said an old man, the other day, 
*^ we shall not have much to trouble our consciences : 
but I do dislike those poison palaces, where poor 
wretches rush in every hour to swallow spirits of wine 
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and vitriol, and all such like trash — which is sold for 
gin." 

The old man was right ; there are too many of these 
glittering entrances to the graye ; — these plate-glass 
undertakers — drawers to Death — splendid sin-shops. 
We have seen so much of the workings of these esta- 
hlishments in our perambulations through London, that 
the thought of it makes us shudder. Yes, after all we 
have said, the Temperance Societies, together with the 
spreading of knowledge, wUl, ere Icmg, do much toward 
destroying this evil. But we still stick up for ale — 

" For a quart of ak it a dish for a king.'* 

Well, we will now (when it is time to end) begin 
our subject, and endeavour to shake off this wandering 
mood of mind. The Old Bull's Head is a long, low 
public-house, with a thatched roof and old-fashioned 
windows that project out beyond the porch of the door, 
and command a view of the opposite roads. This relic 
of the Elizabethan oriel, or bay window, is fitted up 
with benches, and is of course the favourite nook of 
the oldest frequenters of the house, as they are enabled 
to enjoy their pipe and tankard, and see aU that is pass- 
ing at the same time. Sometimes the worthy host 
will take his pipe and sit in the porch, exchanging a 
word or a nod with every one that passes, and, when 
they stay to give their horses a mouthful of water out 
of the long trough, say, '' Won't you go in, John, and 
sit down a few minutes while your team eats a bit of 
hay ?*' Which is a polite way of asking John if he 
means to go by without calling for a pint or two, for he 
has a great knack of so shaping his conversation, that 
it may be the means of bringing in something to the 
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bar. He will lay dowD his pipe if any gendemaa 
should chance to ride up ; help him to dismount, and 
praise his horse ; and if he does not lead it into the 
stable, he will take care to place it out of sight before 
he calls the hostler, wishing to leave an impression that 
he overlooks everything. He makes a point of drinking 
with every one who invites him, and this, together with 
his good living, has given him a shape not unlike the 
largest jug that stands in the bar. He understands the 
station of a man at a glance ; and dofis his cap to say, 
" servant, sir," with as much ease as he says, ** well, 
John," or *< can't trust." He has what is called a long 
arm and a short one — ^the long one he holds our for the 
money, and the short one he keeps behind, holding the 
full pot. . 

He hates all Tee-totalers, and sometimes thanks 
Heaven that, in spite of all changes, drinking still 
continues to be in fashion. By some kind of calcula* 
tion he seems to know how much money his rackety 
customers have in their pockets, and shapes his conduct 
accordingly. He is accustomed to look into the room 
now and then, under pretext of watching the fire, but 
it is, in fact, to see who is drinking, and how matters 
progress ; and should he spy an empty pot or two, he 
always walks off with them. 

His daughter, perhaps, presides over the bar ; a good- 
looking, merry ]ass, whose handsome face is the means 
of bringing as much custom to the house, as the quality 
of her father's liquors. Like a butterfly, she flits here 
and there, just as fancy guides her ; for her healthy- 
looking old mother, who sits at the table sewing in her 
spectacles, is ever ready to attend to the bar, when her 
daughter's back is turned. A strange flirt is that pretty 
bar-maid, with her hair so tastefully arranged, and her 
teeth whiter than the foam on her father's best ale. If 
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some old man on horseback halts at the door and caOs 
for a glass of ale, she gives the signal for Jack to take 
it. But if, on the other hand, the horseman is young, 
she takes down the little tray and the best glass ; just 
runs her fingers through her ringlets, and catches a 
transient glimpse of herself in the old mirror, then, with 
one of her sweetest smiles, presents it herself; and 
hangs down her head while the young traveller pays 
some compliment to her beauty ; or perhaps sayB, with 
a pretty toss, or shake of her head, ** Ay ! I dare say 
you'll pay the same compliment when you come to the 
Blue Bell." Then, if he is a true gallant, he will tow 
that mine host's daughter — ^who lives some five miles 
farther on the road — is not worthy to be compared with 
her. And she, perchance, before the sound of his 
horse's hoofs have died away, is off to spread the cloth 
for the young gentleman who, with his dog and gun, 
has seated himself in the best parlour, and is also ready 
with his joke. 

Following the old landlord into the large old-fashioned 
tap-room or kitchen, we there find him in his element, 
if die company are anyways orderly, and an old farmer 
or two have dropped in on their way from the far-close, 
or while their horses are baiting before the door. In 
one comer sits a wagoner, perchance eating his bread 
and cheese, his dog looking up attentively and watching 
every mouthful which he eats. Beyond him is the 
farmer's servant going to the next town with a load of 
corn ; he is discussing his fat bacon and brown bread, 
and either looking straight forward into the fire while 
he eats, or laughing at some shrewd remark of mine 
host's. Perhaps he gets into conversation with the 
wagoner, and they dwell upon the steepness of some 
hill ; " what hard work it is for the horses," or «* what 
a shame we should have to pay so much at such a toll* 
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gate ;" or they tell eacb other who sell^ the best ale at 
the towa to which they are journeying. A drover, 
whose sheep are huddled together outside, and safely 
guarded by the dog, tells how many head he sold at the 
last market, what farmer purchased them, and whither 
he is bound with the remainder. Then comes the price 
of corn between the farmers — the appearance of crops — 
what good hay is fetching a ton — ^how such and such 
mwiiure answered on certain lands, and so forth. Mean- 
time the grim blacksmith has entered with the wheel- 
wright, and they are about to have a pot of ale to drink 
success to the new wagon, which the man has come for. 
Some strolling tinker, or mechanic on his way to seek 
employment at the next town, is among the company ; 
and then, perhaps, there are one or two who have had 
a drop too much overnight at the club, and they are 
making a day of it ; twenty to one running up a score. 
Then some one who has called in three hours before, 
perchance, turns to the fuddling tailor and his mate, 
and says, " Hey ! hey ! here yet ? you're the boys to 
keep it up." Then, perhaps, the tailor says, " It's a 
poor heart that never rejoices ;" or " All work and no 
play makes Jack a dull lad ;" or perchance, '* It's not 
those who are always at it that get through the most 
work." " No, nor the most ale either," says the land- 
lord ; for it is probably an hour or more since they had 
their pint filled, and if they have any money, why, he 
thinks that the sooner they spend it, the sooner they . 
will go to work. 

But supposing they are all comfortable and get chat- 
ting together, you would be astonished to see how little 
wit it takes to keep them in good humour, and how 
ready those are to laugh at anything the host says who 
are drinking on credit. 
I chanced to call in one day during my rambles, when 
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the landlord waa in one of his beat mooda, and heard, 
amid a similar group to that which I have just glanced 
at above, the following conversation, the first question 
of which was put by a knowing old farmer who sat 
beside mine host : 

" Now," said he, having taken a good pull at his pint, 
" if you had a fox, a goose, and a peck of oats to take 
over the river, and could only take one at once, which 
should you take first, so that the other might be doing 
no harm ?" 

" I should take the fox," answered one. 

<' Then th' goose would eat th' oats," was the reply. 

*' Well, then, I should take the goose ; the fox wouldn't 
eat oats, I'm thinking." 

^ And which should you take next?" was the inter- 
rogation ; " if you took the fox he would eat the goose, 
and if you took the oats, why, the goose would eat 
them." 

'< Why, then, what would you do ?" inquired an old 
man. 

" Do ! why, take the goose first, to be sure, and then 
fetch the oats and bring the goose back ; then take the 
fox, and come again for the goose." 

Some of them objected to the question as not having 
been fairly put, since there was no mention made of 
bringing any one back. 

*' Hey !" said the landlord, " you couldn't do it with- 
• out a little trickery, as Billy Somerset paid his shot/^ 
(reckoning.) 

" How was that ?" inquired half a dozen voices to- 
gether, their faces all made up beforehand for a good 
laugh, especially the party who were drinking on 

credit. 

" How was that !" echoed he : " why, if you must 
know, Billy called one night here while I was at * Hull 
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Fair ;* the rogue well knew that I was safe. Well, you 
luowy I had ta'en mj old woman with me, and left Jack 
there, our hosder, and my daughter Mary housekeepers. 
Billy came in, (mind you they were both green,) so he 
had his supper, a couple of pints of ale, and his bed, and 
next morning breakfast After breakfast he had his 
pipe and another pint of ale ; and while my daughter 
had stepped out to one of the neighbour's houses, he 
says to John, ' John,' says he, * what's my shot V My 
daughter had put everything down, so John run his eye 
over the score, and said, ' two-and-ninepence.' ' Very 
well,' says Billy ; * drink, John — and fill me another pint, 
just to make three shillings, then I must be off.' John 
went down into the cellar, (for I never like ale to be 
drawn beforehand,) and he'd no sooner gone down, than 
Billy jumped up and turned the key, which was always 
in the door, and locked poor John in ; then away he 
went, leaving him there, and the reckoning unpaid. 
Nay, dom him, he'd the impudence, when he met my 
daughter, to tell her that he'd left her something for her 
kindness — ^he was a strange scamp. At another time 
he slept in a double-bedded room, and got up before day- 
light, and put on an old farmer's bran-new suit of clothes, 
who happened to sleep in the same room ; and when 
the constable overtook Billy, he said he was very sorry, 
but he must have gone to the wrong chair, on which the 
clothes were placed. His own suit was worth about 
four pence, for the coat had only one sleeve ; and his 
trousers were half-and-half, as one of the legs reached 
no lower than the knee ; but still he stuck to it that it 
was all a mistake ; and when he came back, he would 
treat the old farmer to a dinner, having given him back 
his clothes. Well, do you know, before dinner was well 
over he slipped out, and, bolting off, left the poor farmer 
the whole of the reckoning to pay." 
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" Hej !*' replied another, lugging in a precious old 
Joe Millerism. " I knew Billy when he went to school 
— a strange dull fellow he was, and there was not a pin 
to choose between him and the old mistress. When at 
school he was never able to master the alphabet, and 
long and many were the contests between Billy and the 
old school-mistress, before he could distinguish the A, 
B, C, although she had the most original method of 
teaching him, and really did wonders, considering her 
.oblique vision, which sometimes caused her to see 
double. * What letter's that, Billy ?' was the old wo- 
man's first question ; and the drawling reply of, * Don't 
know,' was sure to be the pupiPs answer. Then in a 
mild tone she would say, * What does Farmer Kitchen 
feed his horses with, Billy ?' ' Straw and com,' was 
the answer. * No, hay, you great simpleton — ^that let- 
ter's A, H-A-Y, — ^now remember. What's the next 
letter, Billy V ' Don't know,' was the reply, made 
with an additional scratch of the head. < What's that 
flies about in my garden, Billy, with a sharp sting in 
its tail V ' A wasp,' was the apt reply of the promis- 
ing pupil. <No, you fool, a Bee — ^remember B, £.' 
' A B, £,' echoed the persevering scholar. * Well, 
now, what letter's that, Billy t' * Don't know,' was 
readily answered. * Well, what do I do with my eyes, 
my boy V * Squint,' replied Billy, with the most pro- 
voking calmness ; and for which answer he received a 
smart rap on the head. * Squint do I, you dirty dog ? — 
don't I see ? Remember C, £, see.' ' C, E,' echoed 
this progeny of letters. Poor old Deborah, when we 
grew bigger and came to read in the Bible, it was a 
hopeless case ; those long hard names were too much 
for the old woman : in vain we boldly uttered Senna- 
cherib, she would have it pronounced Snap-grap. Her 
husband was also in every way as original as herself, 
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and one fifth of November undertook to write a new ode, 
in commemoration of the Gunpowder Plot ; for be it 
known that, among other things, he was the parish clerk. 
The day came when we were to put his poetical abilities 
to the test, and practise the new music composed by 
Old Markham, the prince of village fiddlers. The poor 
clerk mounted his accustomed station below the pulpit, 
and gave out the first couplet, in clear loud-measured 
tones, and thus ran the ditty : 

" *Twa8 on this day, this veiy day, that Guy Faux did conspire, 
To blow up the house of parliament with gun-de — pow- de-ire.* " 

This was rather more original, but the landlord's laugh 
was not " ready chorus," at which I began to suspect 
that the last speaker also might have some trifle on 
credit, but feared to ask the question. 

A conversation then commenced about the quality of 
wine, and it brought to mind an excellent letter by an 
old author, from whose works I quoted the Mountebank's 
Speech. It is so excellent that I must copy a portion. 

'* The trade of a vintner is a perfect mystery ; now, 
as all mysteries in the world are wholly supported by 
hard and unintelligible terms, so you must take care to 
christen your wines by some hard names ; the farther 
fetched the better, and this policy wiU serve to recom- 
mend the most execrable scum in your cellar. A plau- 
sible name to an indifferent wine, is what a goodly title 
is to a fop, or fine clothes to an ordinary woman — ^it 
helps to conceal its defects, and bespeaks the world in 
its favour. Men naturally love to be cheated, particu- 
larly those of our own nation — ^for the honour of Old 
England be it spoken — and, provided the imposition is 
not too bare-faced, will meet you half-way with all their 
hearts. I could name several of our brethren to you 
who now stand fair to sit in the chair of justice, and 
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•leep in their golden chains at church, that had been 
forced to knock off long ago, if it had not been for this 
artifice. It has sared the Sun from being eclipsed, the 
Crown from being abdicated, the Rase from decaying; 
and the Fountain from being drawn dry. If yonr own 
invention is so barren that it wants to be assisted, or 
you have not geography enough to christen your wines 
yourself, I advise you to buy a map of Spain, France, 
Portugal, and Italy, and there you will find names of 
places fit for your purpose, and the more uncommon they 
are, the more taking will they be. Do not fail to com- 
mend your wines for those very qualities that jrour cus- 
tomers find fault with. For example, if they say it is 
sour, or harsh, say, ' Why, gentlemen, it is the nature 
of true French wine to be so ;' if they tell you it is 
small, you must reply, ' that it has a concealed body ;' 
and if they quanel with it for being heavy and strong, 
you may stop their mouths by saying, ' it is so much the 
fitter for our climate : and that a friese coat is not false 
Latin in England, whatever it may be in a warmer 
country.' 

*' At other times it will not be amiss to shift your sails 
aft«r another manner ; as for instance : — a company of 
well-dressed gentlemen come to your house, and, in 
respect to their quality and gaudy outsides, you draw 
them the best wine in your vaults. ' Pshaw !' says 
one, ' What the devil have you brought us here ?' 
< Curse it !* cries another, ' this stuff is not fit to be 
drunk at a porter's burial.' Then you may harangue 
them in the foUowing terms : 

" < Why, gentlemen, this wine, and it please yon, 
though it displeases you so much, has the good fortune 
to be liked by other palates. There is Sir John Squan- 
der, and my Lord Topwell, and twenty more I could 
mention, senators and men of understanding, who drink 
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their gallons of it every night. But to say the truth 
tw not. between friends, trae orthodox; I find you^ 
palates are extraordinary, so I will go into the cellar 
myself, and bnng yon the flower of Europe. A smaU 
parcel of it came over the other day ; it only grows in 
one vineyard, belonging to the monks-. pLne on 

Jem! I forget the name of .he place-bnt Matter 
The greatest part was bought for the king's use, again« 
. puUic entertainment, and the merchant befriendSme 
with the rest-But. for Heaven's sake. genUemen 

shaU have of it for your own comp«.y as long JTt 
laats but d ever this should be known to my Lord and 
Sir John, and .^er, of the nobility, who c^om^t ^ 
house.^am undone for ever; therefore. I beg you'H 

fl JJf !k "^ *'**^.»'«^«' ^^ ^^^g, and bring ™, a 
flaskof the worst wineyouhave; take off the oil nicl. 
and present the gUs. to one of .hose j«iicious gentl^ 
men, and observe how the scene is altered. 'Aplagu. 
on It. why. this wiU do,' says the first. 'Do •' cSI 
the second, spiifu^ U cnticaUy up^ Oejhor; . Ai, j. 
fitforangeIs,andnotpoorsinfulmortal«.' «Whv Jack' 
say. a third • this is exactly the same wine yo^' .^.d i 
n«.d to make mer^r with on the other side of the Alps ' 
An It please Heaven.' cries the fourth, .PU get my 
fiilldoseofitto-mght. Master, we are obliged to you '" 
A good supper is then bespoke, and dnmkemiess 



ensues 



« You desire to know whether a vintner may bJte 
^vantage of people when they are in their cu^ aS 
reckon more than they have had ? To this I answer 
in the aflirmaUvo, that you may, providing it is done i. 
the way of trade, and not for any sinister end. Dont 
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yon see how, in all other trades, they never scruple to 
make a penny of a customer's ignorance; else how 
could a bookseller, the other day, have palmed off 
JEsop's Fables with woodcuts, upon a country girl, for 
a common prayer-book, and told her that ^sop, with 
his beasts about him, was Adam in Paradise : and is 
not drunkenness, while it continues upon a man, a state 
of ignorance ? 

*' Besides, is it not a sin — a heinous sin ? and ought 
not we, that are in some measure accessary to it, to 
mortify and punish it ? And does .anything more dis- 
turb the conscience of an Englishman than to make his 
pocket do penance ? And, after all, if the hand is dis- 
covered, (and 'tis ten to one whether it be or not,) the 
master of the house is not at all affected by it. A land- 
lord, like the king, can do no wrong ; the bar may mis- 
take — the drawer may be drunk, and mis-reckon — but 
a master is not to suffer for the transgressions of his 
servants ; for even General Councils, with the Pope at 
the head of them, are not infallible. The poor girl at 
the bar is but just come out of the country, and the 
noise of the bell, or the hurry of business, distracted 
her ; and to make amends, you must call for your flask ; 
and so the farce concludes. You are a young beginner ; 
therefore, follow my directions, and clap a muzzle upon 
your conscience : when you have got twenty thousand 
pounds in your pocket, you may take off your muzzle if 
you think fit. Then you may shut up your doors at 
nine, look as discreetly as any hypocrite in the city ; 
forbid singing of catches in your house ; deliver a gill 
of wine through the little wicket only, on the Lord's 
day; call Simday the Sabbath; strut to the parish 
church at the head of half a dozen drawers, lugging a 
Geneva Bible among them ; and take the sermon in 
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short-hand, as many of your predecessors, when they 
thought they were wealthy enough to deserve damna- 
tion, have done before you." 

There is a fine rein of irony and humour running 
thrcrughout the whole of this epistle ; some of the argu- 
ments are worthy of comparison beside those which 
that inimitable old villian, Falstaff, makes use of. Al- 
though written a century and a half ago, we doubt not 
but that it is a true picture of the rogueries practised 
by the vintners of that period, for the author was pretty 
familiar with the customs of the taverns, being the great 
wit and lion of his day. But here we must bring this 
rambling chapter to a close, our next article being one 
of a different nature, and will require the reader's closer 
attention, if he or she love old-fashioned poetry, which, 
as Izaak Walton says, " is choicely ^ood." 
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ENGLAND'S HELICON. 

The isle is fall of noises, 
Sounds, and sweet airs, that give delight and hurt not. 
Sometimes a thousand twanging instruments 
Will hum about mine ears : and sometimes voices, 
That, if I then had waked after long sleep. 
Will make me sleep again ; and then, in dieanung, 
The clouds, metboaght, would open, and show riches, 
Ready to drop upon me, that when I waked, 
I cried to dream again. 

The Tempett. 

As we bare already done by tbe poetry of William 
Browne, in our present work, so sbaU we endeavour in 
tbis, our last paper, to give a few extracts from '* Eng- 
land's Helicon," a collection of poems, first published 
in tbe year 1600; and point out to our readers a few 
of its cbief beauties. Saving to a few lovers of old 
books, the work is but little known ; and those extracts 
which have been taken from it, and appeared in one or 
two collections of poetry, give but a faint representation 
of its many merits. For many years it was only to be 
found locked up in the cabinet of some old bookworm ; 
for at Stevens's sale a copy was sold for eleven pounds 
fifteen shillings ; and although the work was reprinted 
under the joint editorship of Sir Egerton Brydges and 
Mr. Haslewood, yet its price would prevent it from 
falling into many hands. Most of the authors were 
living at the time of the first publication of the work, 
and those who never before heard of it, will be asto- 
nished to find that among its contributors are to be 
Y2 
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found the names of William Shakspeare, Edmund 
Spenser, Michael Drayton, Sir Philip Sidney, Sir 
Walter Raleigh, Christopher Marlow, Fulke GreviUe, 
afterward Lord Brooke, Edward Vere Earl of Oxford, 
Henry Howard Earl of Surrey, Nicholas Breton, whose 
name our readers are already acquainted with, through 
the little gem which we have extracted at the end of 
*' Country Courtship ;^ William Browne, whose poetry 
we hope our readers will never forget, as we dedicated 
a whole chapter to it. These, besides many others, 
only known to those who are well read in the old poets, 
were contributors to " England*8 Helicon," into the 
pages of which we are about to conduct such of our 
readers as love old English poetry. Those who care 
nothing about it, will, we fear, begrudge the labour of 
stepping back nearly three centuries, and spending an 
hour in such pleasant contemplation as the perusal of 
ancient poetry. 

Much as we like to make our readers acquainted 
with what we have discovered that is really good in 
poetry, we could not well intersperse the present work 
with extracts, after the manner of the ** Beauties of the 
Country ^^ as the whole arrangement is different. We 
have, therefore, dedicated two articles entirely to poetry, 
well knowing the satisfaction that the extracts must 
give to all who peruse them ; and right proud shall we 
be if our labours contribute toward bringing about a 
greater love for the Muses^^-for in this day they are 
both abused and neglected. 

We are not one of those so wrapped up in the poetry 
of olden time, as to believe that our own time has pro- 
duced nothing equal to it, but, on the contrary, admit 
that the poetry of the present age is not so much dis- 
figured by those quaint conceits and far-fetcbed ideas 
as the age of Elizabeth. Even our own god-iike Shak- 
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speare was not free from the contamination, for in one 
place he speaks of " Scaring the moon with splinters,'' 
and in another Cleopatra calls upon Antony to 

*< Leap into her heart, armour and aU, 
And ride apiM ita panta triumphiog." 

A most dainty conceit, and such as only a great poet 
could have struck out ; and when inferior ones come 
to draw at the same hyperbolical source, they speedily 
bring it down to nonsense. Then again, they aimed 
at alliteration, and often sacrificed the sense to indulge 
in their own vagaries of sound ; but, in spite of a few 
of these drawbacks, many of them were sterling fellows, 
and it is a question if in one country, and in one age, 
such an assemblage of genius will ever be met with 
again. When we look back upon the period and con- 
template its mighty character, it is like viewing the 
interior of some magnificent cathedral, its solemn aisles 
adorned with the statues of departed greatness, and 
high above all, the figure of Shakspeare', standing in 
the marble majesty of thought, as the presiding genius. 
Be it also remembered that, from the time of Chaucer 
up to the period of which we are writing, poetry made 
but little progress in England. And although the inter- 
vening space was not entirely dark, yet so feeble was 
the glimmering which fell upon it, that it resembled the 
deep twilight which settles on a^ mighty desert, where, 
amid the vast space and the almost interminable dis- 
tance, the objects are but faintly seen. True, the 
writings of Lydgate and Occleve possess great merit, 
and in the works of the former are to be found passages 
of surpassing beauty ; and should no abler hand arise 
to point these out, we may some day bring our own 
bumble efforts to the task. Sharon Turner, in his His- 
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tory of the Middle Ages, has brought them forwaid ; 
bat that admirable work is not within everybody's reach ; 
neither is Warton's History of Poetry, We must not, 
bowerer, pass over the name of Skelton ; many of his 
pieces are rich in hnmomr and description; and, in 
spite of the short metre in wttfch some of them are 
written, will be found very interesting. Some of the 
short lines seem to make the thoughts glide away too 
rapidly, and you find yourself at the bottom of a page 
before you have ascertained the true cut, ornaments, 
and colour of m tunic. 

Returning to the writers of the Elizabethan era, we 
must be prepared for the perusal of their works, by ma- 
king an ample allovance for their far-fetched conceits, 
as it was the custom of the period to chase a thought 
until it could be followed no farther : such, for instance, 
as the following is often found, which may be called 
playing with poetry : 

** Fair in t jaom. O fairest mom ? 
Wai MTer mom ao fair : 
Thore ihone a san, though not tho •on 
That shineth in the air. 

• • • • 

He pity cried, and pity came, 

And pitied so his paine, 
As dying would not let him d!e. 
But ga?e him Hie again.'* 

A poem must not he thrown aside because it contains 
such alliterative conceits as the above, for ten to one the 
author bestowed more labour to spoil his verses by suck 
like affectations as these, than he did to produce the best 
passages in his works ; like those who waste hours in 
tying a cravat, to give it the appearance of having beea 
done carelessly. Such a surly critic as Dr. Johnsoa* 
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who after aU cared but little for the spiritaal and ideal 
beauty of poetry, would have been likely enough to hare 
thrown a volume containing such passages as the above 
out of the window, with a growl, without deigning to 
bestow farther notice upon it, forgetting that fashion calls 
upon many a sensible man to wear a dress which he 
despises, and which he only assumes to prevent himself 
from appearing remarkable. 

To appreciate the beautiful in poetry, requires at times 
a high order of intellect ; for what often appears to an 
ordinary mind mere nonsense, may to one of a more 
cultivated taste present the true germe of pure poetry. 
So, in looking at a picture, one who possesses no innate 
perception of the beautiful^ would see as much to admire 
in the cast-iron copy of one of Gainsborough's land- 
scapes on a tea-board, as he would in the original itself; 
the floating mists, the proper diffusion of light and shade, 
the depth and the pervading atmosphere, that give such 
a life-like reality to the landscape, would to kim be en- 
tirely bst. The poetry of Pope, Churchillt and others, 
they can generally understand, because these author* 
never soar into the highest regiona of the imagination, 
great although they are in their way. But assuredly it 
requires a higher order of intellect to understand and 
feel such passages as those ijk Shakspeare, where 

*' Grief fiUi Uw room up of my absent child :'* 

and again, beginning with — 

** Withm the hollow crowD, 
That roQDds the mortal templet of a king, 
Death keeps his court," etc. 

Here the imagery must be filled up ; every line in the 
latter must be peopled after some form or other, to work 
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out the meaning of the poet ; yoa cannol harry over i^ 
•nd catch all its beauties. So Milton makes fSve stand 
*^ Half^spied, so thick the blushing roses round about 
her growed.* His expression also of ** SQence wa9 
pleased," belongs to the beautiful and apparently mys- 
terious in poetry. So does the war-horse in the Bible, 
whose " neck is clothed in thunder." 

Without bringing any criticism to bear upon poetry, 
it may be measured by the effect it produces on the feel- 
ings, as we have before stated, especially such as appeals 
to the heart ; for some, like landscape paintings, aim 
no higher than to please. Others, again, set the blood 
racing through the veins — now we are carried away 
with the glow of passion, then cold with fear or aympa* 
thy, and seeming to feel even " misery's love.^ 

Between ourselves and our reader, there is, we trust, 
no secret ; our remarks in this and the preceding paper 
on poetry do not arise out of any wish to make a dis* 
play of opinion, but rather to show the effects produced 
on a mind which has been led to form itself, having had 
neither guide nor instructor to direct its thoughts, but 
steering on through truth and error, and arriving at the 
conclusions which are here given, without any cultivated 
prejudice. Out of many opinions only can we hope to 
reach a right one ; and he who candidly delivers him* 
self of his sincere sentiments, (even if they be wrong,) 
does no harm intentionally ; the most sweeping ground- 
swell, that makes muddy the sea, oflen throws on shore 
some treasure. Mankind have all their different tastes ; 
and among the most flexible, what their own judgments 
at first condemned, fashion prevails upon them to ad- 
mire : the same with that which is at first unpalatable, 
and is after a time liked ; so in colours or ornaments, in 
the choice of flowers, the fancy of dress ; and he who 
endeavours to bring all people to think alike, will under* 
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ttke a gtenUH taak than the weU-known individual who 
epvered hia walla with watchea, and laboured hard to 
make thedk all beat to the aelf-aame moment ^f time. 
That whioh affords pleasure or amusement is never ao 
minmety examined aa that which labours to change old 
and rooted opinions, and yet both have their effects on 
the mind ; and the one, without appearing to tvy, often 
accomplishes what the other atrives so assiduously to 
complete. So do we, in the present article, and in our 
former one on the poetry of " Browne's Pastorals,^' hope 
tp amuse our readers by our homely and honest opinion^ 
without seeking or labouring to change theirs, and to 
bring about a greater love for our old writers than that 
which now prevaib, quite sure that such a pleasing 
change would lead them to form a more just apprecia* 
tion of modem poetry, and that many new wodw, 
which are now comparatively forgotten, would sooner be 
brought to occupy that rank in the opinion of the world 
which they are destined some day to receive. We 
ahould then hope to reverse the present system of judg- 
ment, and instead of testing the merits of works by 
words, test them by the higher standard of thought — 
for by such a rule ought poetry to be tried. Thought is 
its life and soul, which exist when the body and worda 
are forgotten ; the thought is felt without a sound — we 
forget all the jingle of the metre while contemplating it. 
We listen to the crash, and brood over the havoc which 
is going on 

*• When the thick rotandity of the worid ii strack flat ;** 

the soul sinks beneath the rushing ruin, and thought 
and feeling become one. 

Alas ! ours is a low and lonely voice, sounding faintly 
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and near at liand, and will die within hearing of its own 
sound. Those tongues which, when uplifted, could 
awaken a thousand echoes, are almost silent now ; a 
deep mist and a heavy slumher seem to have fallen upon 
the region of poetry ; and those who are awake, grope 
their way disregarded through the fog, and call upon 
the sleepers to arouse themselves, without being heard. 
The deep thunder that boomed month after month over 
the land from our periodicals, has almost died away, and 
we, left almost alone to lift up our feeble voice in the 
silence, like " Fear, recoil back at the sounds we have 
made." 

But this last thought from Collins brings us back to 
the remembrance of our task, and also to the recollec- 
tion of a stanza, which we have marked in the old work 
we are about to treat of, the author of the " Ode on the 
Passions " must have had in his mind when he de« 
scribed Fear. It is by Sir Philip Sydney, and runs as 
follows : 

" A Satyr once did ran away for dread, 
With aoond of horn which he himself did blow." 

We will no longer withhold our readers from the rich 
treasure which we have in store for them---and here is 
such a Madrigal as they meet not with every day ; it 
was written by Thomas Lodge. 



ROSALIND'S MADRIGAL. 

'< LoTe in my boaom, like a bee. 
Doth sock his sweet ; 
Now with his wings he plays with me, 
Now with his feet 
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Within mine eyes he makes his nest, 
His bed amid my tender breast, 
My kisses are his daily feast, 
And yet he robs me of my rest, — 
Ah ! wanton, will ye 1 

" And if I sleep, then pierceth he 

With pretty slight, 
And makes his pillow of my knee 

The live-long night. 
Strike I my late, he tunes the string ; 
He masic plays if I hot sing ; 
He lends me every lovely thing ; 
Tet, cruel he, my heart doth sting ; 

Whist, wanton ! — still ye ! 



" Else I with roses every day 

Will whip ye hence, 
And bind ye when ye long to play, 

For your offence. 
rU shot my eyes to keep ye in ; 
in make you fast it for your sin ; 
ril count your power not worth a pin : — 
Alas ! what hereby shall I win 

If he gainsay me 1 



" What if I beat the wanton boy 

With many a rod 1 
He will repay me with annoy. 

Because a god. 
Then sit thou safely on my knee^ 
And let thy bower my bosom be ; 
Lurk m mine eyes, I like of thee, 
O Cupid ! so thou pity me, — 

Spare not, but play thee." 



Twenty to one, reader, thou didst never hear the name 
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of Thomas Lodge before, and mayest marvel to know 
that this gem first appeared in " The Golden Legacy," 
in 1590, and was thence transferred to the present 
work, in 1600. But as it has before been quoted by 
Beloe, we will give a few specimens which are less 
known, by this fine old poet ; some of them, too, con- 
taining a vein of poetry not unworthy of the best of ou' 
own English authors ; witness the following from 



DAMON'S PASTORALS. 

*< Homely hearts do harbour qaiet, 

Little fear and mickle solace ; 
States suspect their bed and diet, 

Fear and craft do haunt the palace. 
Little would I, little want I, 

Where the mind and store agreeth ; 
Smallest comfort is not scantie ; 

Least he longs that little seeth. 
Time hath been that I have longed. 

Foolish I, to like of folly, 
To conyerae where hoooar thronged, 

To my pleasures linked wholly. 
Now I see, and seeing sorrow, 

That the day consumed returns not : 
Who dare trust upon to- morrow. 

When nor time, nor life sojourn not t" 

Here is a whole sermon given in the compass of six- 
teen lines ; as for the last four, the wisest man living may 
commit them to memory and find his mind improved by 
oAen repeating them. Another extract or two from our 
author, and we must then point out a few beauties in 
the writings of other contributors to this early collection 
of English poetry. 
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'< A toitle mU npou a leaflew tree, 
Mouraing her absent fair, 
With sad and tony cheer ; 
Aboat her wondering stood 
The citixens o* th' wood. 
And while her plumes she rents [rends] 
And for her love laments, 
Hie stately trees complain them. 
The birds with sorrow pain them ; 
Each one that doth her view, 
Her pains and sorrows rue." 

Here is another of his verses, which has been pretty 
well used by the song-writers since his day. 

*< First shall the heavens want starry light. 
The sea be robbed of her waves ; 
The day want san, and sun want bright ; 

The night want shade, the dead men, graves : 
The April flowers, and leaves the tree. 

• • • • • 

And pleasure moam, and sorrow smile, 

Before I ulk to thee of gnile. 
Like to the clear in highest sphere. 

Where all imperial gloiy shines. 
Of self-same colour is her hair, 

Whether unfolded or in twines : 
Her eyes are sapphires set in snow. 
Resembling Heaven. 

• • • • • 

Nature herself her shape admires. 
The gods are wounded in her sight ; 

And Love forsakes his heavenly fires. 
And at her eyes his brand doth light. 
Heigh ho ! would she were mine !*' 

From the preface to the " Golden Legacy," it appears 
that these beautiful poems were written during a voy- 
age to the Canaries, between 1570 and 1580, or there- 
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abouts. There is a good deal pf the rough aailor about 
his introduction. Take the following specimen, and 
with it our farewell to Thomas Lodge : 

••TO THE GENTLEMEN READERS. 
" Here you may find some leaves of Venus's myrtle, 
but hewn down by a soldier with his cuttle-axe, not 
bought with the allurement of a filed tongue. To be 
brief, gentlemen, room for a soldier and a sailor that 
gives you the fruits of his labour, which he wrote on the 
sea, where every line was wet with a surge, and every 
humorous passion eounterchecked with a storm ; if you 
like it, so, * * But if Mom us, or any disquieted ass, ^at 
hath mighty ears to conceive with Midas, and yet little 
to judge ; if he come aboard our bark to find fault with 
our tackling when he knows not the shrouds, Pll down 
into the hold and fetch out a rusty poll-axe, that saw no 
sun for seven years, and either will bebaste him, or 
heave the coxcomb overboard to feed cods. 

• ••••• 

'< Having with Captain Clark made a voyage to the 
Islands of Terceiras and the Canaries, to beguile the 
time with labour, I writ this book, rough as \f hatched 
in the storms of the ocean, and feathered in the surges 
of many perilous seas" 

He could not even get through his dedication without 
giving utterance to poetry ; witness those passages which 
we have marked in Italics. 

Our next extract shall be from Nicholas Breton, of 
whom we have already spoken in a former part of this 
work. 

•* The deer do browse upon the brier, 
The birds do pick the eherriee ; 
And will not beauty grant deaire 
One haodfbl of her berriea 1 
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If it be 80 that thou hast 8worD» 

That none shall look on thee, 
Tet let me know thou dost not scorn 

To cast a look on me.*' 

But we have quoted bis best piece at the end of 
** Country Courtship,'' and shall leave him for the pre- 
sent, and turn to the writings of Sir Walter Raleigh, 
giving first an extract from 

THE SHEPHERD TO THE FLOWERS. 

" Sweet violets (love paradise) that spread 
Toar gracioos odoars, which you couched bear 

Within your palie faces : 
Upon the gentle wing of some calm-breathing wind 
That plays amid the plain. 
If by the favour of propitious star you gain 
Such grace as in my lady*s bosom place to find, 
Beprood. • ♦ ♦ • 

Your honours of the flowery meads I pray» 

Yau pretty daughters of the earth and etm, 
With mild and seemly breathing straight display 
My bitter sighs, that have my heart undone.** 

The following is very rural : 

** In peascod time, when hound to bora 

Gives ear till bock be kiU'd ; 
And little lads with pipos of con 

Sit keeping beasts afield ; 
I went to gather strawberries, 

By woods and groves full fair. 
And parched my face with Phoebus so, 

By walking in the air, 
That down I laid me by a stream 

With boughs all over clad, 
And there I met the strangest dream 

That Shepherd ever had.'* 



352 RinULL 8KXTCHBS. 

The dream displayB a great power of fancy and many 
rery beautiful thoughts, such as you look for in rain in 
any but the quaint writers of this period ; it is, how- 
ever, too long for our pages. Our next describes 



A FROZEN SNAKE. 

'* The frozen make, oppreMed with heaped miow. 
By etraggliDg hard gets out her tender head, 
And spies far off, from where she lies below. 
The winter sun that from the north is fled ; 
Bat all in vain she looks upon the light, 
Where lieat is wanting to reetore her nugfat** 

Our next extracts are from Richard Damfield, author 
of the ''Affectionate Shepherd," 1594, and one or two 
other works which were published during the reign of 
Queen Elizabeth, and are but little known. The fol- 
lowing is very beautiful, and bears some resemblance 
to one of Shakspeare's short pieces. It has been 
erroneously attributed to Sir Walter Raleigh : 

THE NIGHTINGALE. 

« As it feU npon a d|y. 
In the merry month of May, 
Sitting in a pleasant shade 
Which a group of myrtles made ; 
Beasts did leap, and birds did sing ; 
Trees did grow, and plants did spring ; 
Everything did banish moan 
Save the nightingale alone. 
She, poor bird, as all forlorn, 
Lean'd her breast against a thorn, 
And there sang the dolefaU*st ditty : 

* Fie, fie, ^t* now wonld she ciy ; 

* Tera, teru,* by and by ; 
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Tliat to hear her so complain 

Scarce I could from tears refrain ; 

For her grief so liyely shown. 

Made me think upon mj own. 

Ah ! (thought I) thou moum*st in ynm^ 

None take pity on thy pain. 

Senseless trees, they cannot hear thee ; 

Ruthless beasts, they will not oheer thee ; 

King Pandion he is dead, 

All thy friends are lapt in lead ; 

All thy fellow birds do sing, 

Careless of thy sorrowing : 

Eren so, poor bird ! like thee, 

None alive will pity me.** 

The subject of the poem which we have quoted, be h 
remembered, was not so hackneyed two hundred and 
fifty years ago as it is now, therefore we must give the 
author credit for such thoughts as it possesses being 
his own. There are some delightful bits scattered 
here and there over his 



SH£PHERD*S ODE. 

'* Nights were short, and days were long, 
Blossoms on the hawthorn hung : 
Philomel (night-music's king) 
Told the coming in of Spring, 
Whose sweet siWer-sonnding Toice 
Made the little birds rejoice. 
Skipping light from spray to spray, 
TiU Aurora showM the day." 

We will next cull a few flowers from the old-fashion- 
ed beds which Michael Drayton has planted in this 
quaint English garden ; sorry enough that the size of 
our work prevents us from sticking in a huge nosegay 
amid its pages. Here is a stanza containing a thought 
which has been used a thousand times. It is from his 
Z 
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SHEPHERD'S DAFFODIL. 

H Throogfa yonder Tale as I did paaa» 

Detcending from the hiU^ 
I met a sairkiiig bomiy laaa, 

They call her Daffodil; 
Whoee preaeoce at along abe wtnl 

Tlie pretty flowers did greet, 
A9 though their hiads they dowmMord heiu 

With homage to her feet.'* 



FLOWERS. 

• Vfhj look thoee flowerv so pale and ill 
Tikat once attired this goodly heath 1 

She hath lobb'd Nature of her ikitt. 
And sweetens all things with her bretth.'* 



BROOKS. 

' Why slide these brooks so slow away, 
Whoee babbling marmiir pleased the ear 1 

Oh ! martel not althoogh they stay, 
When they her heavenly voiee do hear.'* 



LOVE. 

" Cafan winds, blow yon fair ; 
Rock her, thoo sweet gentle air ; 
Oh ! the mom is noon. 
The sfreoing comes too soon 

To part my Iotc and me ! 
The roses and thy lips do meet, 
Oh ! that life were half so sweet ! 
Who woold respect his breath 
That might die soch a death 1 

All the bushes that be near 
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With fwaet DightingtlM betat* 

Hash, sweet, and be atiU, 

Let kbem sing tbeir fill. 
There's none our joys to let'* [prevent] 



A PICTURE. 

' Near to a bank with roses set aboot. 

Where preitj turtles joiniof bill to bill. 
And gentle springs steal softly niuraiQriiigont» 
Washing the foot of Ida*s saered hill,-* 
There little Love sore woanded lies. 
His bow and arrows broken." 



Our next extract is rery curious — some of the lines 
are excellent : the poem describes a meeting of birds to 
argue upon lore. It is signed Shepherd Tonic — a 
fictitious signature, beyond doubt. It is, however, sup- 
posed to have been written by Anthony Munday, whose . 
*' Banquet of Daintie Conceits " was published in 1588 ; 
but this is mere conjecture. There are seven poems 
in '' England's Helicon" bearing the same signature. 



MEETING OF THE BIRDS. 

* Every bird sits on bis bough 
As brag as he that is the best, 
» • • • 

Hark! haik! hark! tha nightiiigalo, 

In her moarning lay : 
She tells her stories - w oftil tale— 

To warn ye if she may. 
'Fair maids, take heed of love, 

It is a periloDs thmg, 
As Philomel herself did prov*— 

Abased by a king. 
Z2 
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<• ( If kingi plaj IUm, belieTe no man 

That make a leeiiily outwazd ahow ; 
Bat caagfat once, beware then. 

For then begins your wo. 
They will look babies in yoor eyes, 

AjmI speak as fair as fair may be,— 
But trust them in nowise ; 

Example take by me.' 

•< *Fie, fie !' said the throetle-coek, 

< Ton are mnch to blame ; 
For one man*s fault all men to blot. 

Impairing their good name. 
Admit yoQ were used amiss 

By that ungentle king, 
It follows not, that you for this 

Should all men's honour wring. 

" * There be good, and there be bad ; 

And some are false, and some are true ; 
As good choice is still had 

Among us men as you. 
Women have faalts as well as we, 

Some say for our one they have three : 
Then smite not, nor bite not, 

When you as faulty be.' 

** ' Peace, peace !' quoth Madge Howlet then. 

Sitting out of sight, 
' F«r tKomen are as good as men. 

And both are good alike.' 
* Not so,* said the little Wren, 

* Difference there may be ; 
The cock always conmiands the hen ; 

The men shall go for me.' 

** Then robin redbreast, stepping in, 

Would needs take up this tedious strife, 
Protesting 'True loving 
In either Irngthen'd life : 
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If I \om joo, and yon love iiie» 

Can thare b« bettar hannony t 
Than anding, contanding, 

LoTa mnat tha umpixa ba.' " 

To US, who love this old-fashioned kind of fable, there 
is something very amusing in the above extract ; nor 
will it lose anything if read beside Cowper's poem on 
a similar subject 

As there are contributions by forty different authors 
to this work, we are compelled to limit our extracts to 
such pieces as border upon the descriptive or approach 
the rural, nor shall we be able to give a specimen of the 
poetry of each of the authors. 

The following has no name to it, but was copied from 
" Mr. Bird's Set Songs," into " England's Helicon :" 

THE HERDSMAN'S HAPPT LIFE. 

*< What plaaanra hava great princaa 

Mora dainty to thair choica, 
Than herdaman wild — who caralaaa 

In qaiat lifa rajoica 1 
And foitona'a fata not fearing. 
Sing awaat in aommer morning. 

** Their daalinga plain and rigfatfol, 

Are void of all daeait ; 
They iieTer know how apitafol 

It ia to kneel and wait 
On faToorita preanmptuoaa, 
Whoaa pride ia vain and anniptnoaa. 

** AU day their flocka each tendeth. 

At night they take their reat. 
More qniet than he who aendeth 

Hia ahip into the eaat. 
Where gold and pearl are plenty, 
But getting very dainty. 
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<*For Uwyen wad their pleading 
The? esteem it not a tiraw ; 
They tkiok diat honest meaning 

Is of itself a law : 
Where conscience judgeth plainly 
Thej spend no money Tiinly. 



** Oh ! happy who thus liyeth» 
Not caring moch for gold. 
With clothing which snfficeth 
To keep him from the cold ; 
Though poor and plam his diet, 
Tet meny it is and qaiet.^ 



Saving that sweet song of Shakspeare's beginniBg 



with, 



'* Under the greenwood tree. 
Who loves to lie with me,*' 



we know not another that breathes such an air of rural 
content and pastoral happiness, as the one here quoted. 
Not a thought is ont of place ; the images, drawn from 
the hustle of business and the cares of money-getting 
men, form a fine contrast to that calm quietude, which, 
undisturbed by weighty matters, can 

** Sing sweet on suomier morning." 

We may be wrong, but are inclined to beliere that it 
was written by Sbakspeare ; there is a masterly ease 
and freedom about it so like that which pervades all 
his lyrical compositions. 

Edward Bohon next claims our notice ; for some of 
his pieces are excellent, and, as we shall endeavour to 
prove, occasionally contain such thoughts as are seldom 
met with in any other poet There is some mentkm 
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made of him in Warton's ** History of English Poetry f 
he is supposed to have been a retains to the Duke oi 
Buckingham, and in 1610 he published a small quarto 
work, entitled, '< The Elements of Armories." Our first 
extract is from his 

HTMN FOR CHRISTMAS. 

** Y€u gemUJloeks, who9e JUtcet, pearVd wUh dew, 
ResembU keaoen, whom golden drops mako Mgbt, 
Listen ! O lidten now ! O not to 70a 
Our pipes make sport to shorten wesiy night ; 
Bnt Toices most divine 

Make blissful harmonj — 
Voices that seem to shine, 
For what else clears the sky ? 
Tones can we hear, but not the singers see— 
The tane*s diyine, and so the singers be.** 

All who have read Bloomfield's ** Farmer's Boy " 
must remember that beautiful line wherein he describes 
ihe stars as 

•* The beanteoos 'semblance of a flock at rest." 

No one can for a moment suppose that he ever saw the 
present poem ; yet witness the next three lines as a 
proof how true poetical minds are alike struck with the 
same thoughts, yet each yatying in the expression : 

<* Lo ! how the Jirmament^ 
Within an azure fold, 
Thefiock ofetare heih pent. 
That we might them behokl. 
Tet from their beams proceedeth not this light. 

Nor can their crystals such reflection give. 
What then doth make the element so bright ? 
The besTens are come down upon oarth to life. 
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" Sprang is the perfect day 
By prophets seen afar : 
Spning is the mirthful May 
Which Winter cannot mar : 
In David's city doth this Son appear.** 

Fain would we gire the whole of this beautiful hynm ; 
but our volume is now drawing to a close, and we can 
only snatch a few beauties here and there, just to let 
our readers see what stores of delightful poetiy are yet 
laid up in the rich treasury of our old English poets. 
The following are also from the same author : 

** A Teil of lawn, like Tapoor thin, 
Unto her ancle trails, 
Through which the shapes discem'd bin. 
As to and fro it sails. 



** The thorough shining air, I 
Is not so perfect clear. 
As is the sky of her fair skin, 
WhereoA na spots appear.'* 

EARTHLY HONOURS. 

** As withereth the primrose by the rtrer. 

As fadeth summer's san from gliding fountains^ 
As Tanisheth the light-blown bubble erer, 

As melteth snow upon the massy mountains ; 
So melts, so ▼anisbeth, so fades, so withers^ 

The rose, the shine, the bubble, and the snow 
Of praise, pomp, glory, joy — ^whtch short life gathers. 

Fair praise, yain pomp, sweet glory, brittle joy. 
The withered primrose by the mourning river. 

The faded summer sun from weeping fountains, 
The light-blown bubble vanished for ever, 
The molten snow upon the naked mountains. 
Are emblems-^that the treasures we up-lay 
Soon wither, vanish, fade, and melt away.** ^ 
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Robert Green has seren poems in the present col- 
lection ; but, from what we remember of his writings, 
some of them appear inferior to those we hare before 
seen. One stanza, however, has been thought to resem- 
ble the opening of Gray's " Elegy ; " it is as follows : 

** When tender ewei, brooght home with eyening ran 
Wend to their fold, 
And to their hold 
The ihepherds trcidge when light of day ii done.'* 

MENAPHON TO PERSAN. 

** Fkir fields, prood Flora's Taunt, why is't yon imile 

When as I langoiah 1 
Yon golden meads, why shine yon to beguile 

My weeping anguish ? 
I hTe to sorrow, you to plessure spring : 

Why do you spring thus 1 
What, will not Boreas, tempest's wrathful king. 

Take some pity on us 1 
And send forth Winter in her rusty weed 

To wail my bemoanings." 

FAIR SAMELA. 

" Like to Diana in her summer weed 

Girt with a crimson robe of brightest dye, 
Goes fair Samela. 
Whiter than be the flocks that straggling feed. 
When washed by Arethusa faint they lie. 
Is fair Samela. 
** As fair Aurora, in her morning gray, 

Decked with the ruddy glitter of her lore, 
Is fair Samela. 
Like lorely Thetis on a calmed day, 
When as her brightnees Neptune's fancies move. 
Shines fair Samela, 
Her tresses gold, her eyes like glossy streams." 
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Smooth and faacifol as Green's writings are, they are 
not the best by far in the yolume ; and among such a 
number of authors, it is difficult to make a selectioii. 
We will, however, give another specimen of his powers. 



MONTANUS HIS MADRIGAL. 



" It WM a ▼allie gawdie greene, 
Where Dian at the foQDt was aeene ; 

Green it was 

And did pasae 
All other of Dianae*t bowen. 
In the pride of Flora's flowers. 



"A foant it was that no sunne sees, 
Circled in with cypres trees. 
Set so nigh, 
As Phcebus* eye, 
Coold not doe the virgins scathe, 
To see them naked when they bathe. 



'< She sate there all in white. 
Colour fitting her delight : 

Virgins so 

Ought to goe ; 
For white in armourie ia plsced, 
To be the colour that is chaste. 



** Her tafiato cassock you might see 
Tucked up above her knee ; 
Which did show, 
There below, 
Loggoe M white as whale*s bone. 
So white and chaste was never known. 
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** Hard by ber upon the groand. 

Sate her Tirgios in a roond ; 

Bathing theire 

Goldea baire, 

And tinging all in notes hie» 

* Fie on Venoa' Battering eye ! 

" * Fie on Love, it is a toy ; 
Capid, witlease, and a hoy. 

All hit firet, 

Anddetiret, 
Are plaguet that God tent from on high 
To potter men with miterie.' 

" At thot the Tirgint did diedaine 
Lovert' joy and lovers* peine, 
Cnpid nigh, 
Did etpie, 
GrieTing at Dianae*t tong. 
Silly ttole thete maidt among. 

** Hit bow of tteele, darta of fire, 
He thot among them tweet deeire ; 

Which ttraite fliet 

In their eyet, 
And at the entrance made them etait. 
For it ran from eye to heart. 

** Calitto ttrait toppoted Jove 
Wat faire and froliqoe for to lore. 

Dian she 

'Scaped not free ; 
For well I wote heere upon 
She lored the twaioe Endymion. 

'* Clithia, Phmboe, and Chlorit* eye 
Thought none to faire at Mercnrie ; 
Yenat that 
Did ditcotte. 
By her tonne in darta of fire 
None to chaste to check deeire. 
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*< Diin rote with all her maydet, 
Blmhing thus at LoTe's bnidet. 
With sighs all 
Shew their thrall : 
And flinging thence pronounced this saw, 
• What so strong ss Love's sweet lawV ** 



Our next extract is from Henry Constable. Malone 
lias reprinted his " Song of Venns and Adonis " in his 
notes to the tenth volume of Shakspeare's works ; it is 
supposed to have preceded Shakspeare's poem on that 
subject, and one critic says, *' far excels it," — but he 
forgot to point out the passages. 

We give one of his little pieces complete. 

SONG TO DIAPHENIA. 



•*Diaphen's like the daffy-down-dilly, 
White as the suo, fair as the lily, 

Heighho ! how I do lore thee ! 
I do loTe thee ss my lamhs 
Are beloved of their dams : 

How blest were I if thoa wooldst prove me ! 

"Di^thenia, like the spreading roses, 
That in thy sweets all sweets sDcloses, 

Fair sweet, how I do love thee ! 
I do love thee ss each flower 
Loves the son's life-giving power : 

For dead, thy breath to life might move me ! 

'* Di^enia, like to all things bless'd, 
When all thy praises are ezpress*d. 

Dear joy, how I do love thee ! 
As the birds do love the spring ; 
Or the bees their careful king :— 

Then m requite, sweet virgin, love me !'* 
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The following poem, which is signed W. H., and 
supposed to haye been written by William Herbert, is 
very beautiful. The author, we believe, is unknown ; 
for we think the date of 1600 is much too early for the 
writings of Herbert. It may have been written by Wil- 
liam Hunnis ; there is some mention of him in the 
Preface to ^ The Paradise of Dainty Devices." 

WODENFRIDE'S SONG, no. 

" The saD, and seasoD in each thing 
ReviTe new pleasure ; the sweet spriiig 
Hath pat to flight the winter keen, 
To glad our lovely aninmer queen. 

** The paths where Amaigana treads. 
With flowery tapestry Flora spreads ; 
And Nature clothes the ground in gieen. 
To glad our lovely summer queen. 

** The groves put on their rich array, 
With hawthorn blooms embroidered gay : 
And sweet perfumed with eglantene. 
To glad our lovely summer queen. 

'* The silent river stays his course. 
While along his crystal source ; 
The silver-scaled fish are seen 
To glad our lovely summer queen. 

'* The wood at her fair sight rejoices, 
The little birds with their loud voices 
In concert on the briers been, [are] 
To glad our lovely summer queen. 

*' The fleecy flocks do scud and skip. 
The wood-nymphs, fauns, and satyrs trip. 
And dance the myrtle trees between. 
To glad our lovely summer queen." 



/ 
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There is a genuine ammck of tbe troe old English 
ballad s^le in the following ** Jig," as it ia ealled ; wmA 
WB doubt «DOt but that it has been snng thoosandsof 
times at rural merry-makings in the good old times of 
Queen Elizabeth. The piece is signed John Wooton, 
and is supposed to be the same person that Izaak Wal* 
ton speaks of, as *' A gentleman exceedingly accom- 
plished both by learning and travel ; who was knighted 
by Queen Elizabeth, and looked upon with more than 
ordinary favour, and with intentions of preferment ; bat 
death, in his younger years, put a period to his growing 
hopes." ThiS| howeyer, is but a conjecture of Anthony 
Wood's. 

DAMETAS.— HIS JIGGE IN PRAISE OF HIS LOVE. 

*' JoUy shepherd, shepherd on a hiU, 
On a hOl so merrily, 
On a hill so cheorily, 
Fear not shepherd there to pipe thy fill, 
FUl eveiy dale, fill every plain, 
Both sing and say, Lore feels no pain. 

'* JoUy shepherd, shepherd on a green. 

On a green so merrily, 

On a green so cherrily. 
Be thy Toice shrill, be thy mirth seen, 
Heard to each swain, seen to each trull, 
Both sing and say, Loto's joy is full. 

<* Jolly shepherd, shepherd in the sun, 

In the sun so merrily. 

In the sun so cherrily, 
Sing forth thy songs, and let thy ihymet ran, 
Down to the dales, to the hills aboTe, 
Both sing and say, no life like Loto ! 
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** Jolly tbepherd, ahepberd in the sbtde, 

In the shade so merrily, 

In the shade so ehennly, 
Joy in thy life, life of shepherd's trade, 
Joy in thy lore, love fhU of ^ee, 
Both sing and say, aweet Love for me ! 

** Jolly shepherd, shepherd here or there, 
Here or there ao merrily. 
Here and there ao cherrily. 
Or in thy chat, or at thy cheer. 
In oTery jigge, in every lay, 
Both aing and say : Lots lasto for aye !" [erer.] 

Now for an extract from Edmund Spenser ; and one 
which we doubt not will be new to the thousands who 
admire the works of the author of the " Faery Queen/* 
It goes off like a peel of bells on a holyday eve. 

CUDDIE'S ROUNDELAY. 

" It fell upon a holy-OTe. 

Heigho, holy-day ! 
When holy fathers went to shrive 

Now begins this Roondelay. 
Sitting upon a hiU so high, 

Heigho, the high hiU ! 
The while my flock did feed thereby, 
The while the shepherd's self did spill.* 

" I saw the bouncing Bonny Bell, 

Heigho, Bonny Bell ! 
~ Tripping alone across the deU, 
She can hip it Tory well ; 
Well deck'd in a frock of gray, 

Heigho ! gray is greete, [greeted or aalotedj 
And in a kirtle of greeo say, 
The green is for msldens meet. 

» Spell, or Spill, Soman, To sport, or pUy.— Olossarjr to Chauoer. 
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*^ A ehaplet o& her hoid flfa» woie, 

H«iglio,tlMehaplei! 
Of sweet Tioleu theFein wu etoxe ; 

She*« sweeter than the Tiolet. 
My sheep did leave their wonted food, 

Heigho, silly sheep ! 
And stated on her as they were wood, [mid, atopidj 

Wood as he that did them keep. 

** As the bonny lass passed by, 

Heigho, bonny lass ! 
She roird at me her glancing eye. 

As clear as is the crystal glass. 
Or as the sambeam so bright, 

Heigho, the sanbeam ! 
Olanceth from Phoebos' face forth-right. 

So lore into my heart did stream." 

The Roundelay has five more stanzas ; but here we most 
stop, as the whole is much too lengthy for our tolume. 
The above extracts cannot fail of bringing to the reader's 
mind the ancient burthens of many of those sweet 
snatches of song which Shakspeare has scattered like 
everlasting flowers over his pages. 

There are several poems by Spenser in this ancient 
volume, which I have never met with in his works. 

The following beautiful poem is supposed to have 
been written by John Ford, the old dramatist: it is 
signed J. F., and entitled, 

THE SHEPHERD'S SORROW FOR HIS PHCEBE'S 

DISDAIN. 

** Oh ! woods, unto your walks my body hies, 
To looae the trayterous bonds of tyring lore ; 
Where trees, where hearbs, where flowers. 
Their native moisture poures. 
From forth their tender stalks to helpe mine eyes : 
Yet their united teares may nothing move. 
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" When I behold the fun edenied trae, 

Which lightniog's iorte and winter's froet remte ; 
Then Daphne*e ill betide, 
And PhoBbos bwleeeefvida 
Enforce me say even each mj eonowi be, 
For teUii disduBe in Phoebe's heart oonsitU. 

*< If I behold the flowefs by moniing teans, 

Looke lovely sweet, ah ! then ferlome I crie, 
Sweet showers, for Memnon shed. 
All flowers by yoa are fed ; 
Whereas my piteoas plaint that still appean, 
Yields vigour to her scomes and makes me die. 

*' When I regard the pretty glee-full bird 

With teare-full (yet delightfull) notes complaine, 
I yield a terror with my teares ; 
And while her masicke wounds mme eares, 
Alss ! say I, when will my notes aflbrd 
Soeh like remorse who still beweepe my paine ! 

** When I behold upon the leaflesse bough 
The haplesse bird lament her h)ve*s depart, 
I dxBw her biding nigh. 
And sitting down I sigh ; . 
And sighing say, alas ! that birds avow 
A settled faith, yet Phoebe scorns my smart. 

** Thus, wearie in my walks, and wofoH too, 
I spend the dsy forespent with dafly giiefe ; 
Each object of distresse 
My sorrow doth ezpressoy 
I doate on that which doth my hart nndoe. 
And honour her that scomes to yeeld reliefe.*' 

Thomas Watson has also oontributed a few stanzas 
to this old collection of English Poetry : his " Passion- 
ate Century of Love " appeared in 1581, and but little 
seems to be known about him. We give one piece 

entitled, 

Aa 
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THE NYMPHS MEETING THEIR MAY-QUEEN, Etc. 

" With ingrant iovron we sCmw the wmy, 
And make this our chief holydey ; 
For though this elime weie bleit of yofe^ 
Yet WM it never proud before : 

O beesteoae Queen of second Trof* 

Accept of OUT unfainfld joy ! 

" Now th* eir is sweeter than sweet balm. 
And satyrs dance aboat the palm ; 
Now earth, with Terdure newly dight, 
GiTCs perfect signs of her delight : 
O beauteous Queen, dtc 

** Now birds record new harmoiy» 
And trees do whistle melody ; 
Now everything that Natme breeds 
Doth clad itself in fleaeant weeds : 
O beauteous Queen, d^." 



From Bartholomew Young, who has no leas than 
twenty-seven pieces in '' England's Helicon," we shall 
giro our next extract. Little is known of him — saying 
that he translated the " Diana of George of Montamay /' 
from the Spanish, which was published in 1598. 

THE NYMPH DIANA'S SONG. 

" When that I, poor soul ! was born, 
I was bom unfortunate ; 
Presently the Fates had sworn 
To foretell my hapless state. 

* • « «■ 

'* In my birth my mother died, 

♦ » • ♦ 
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** And the nune that give me suck, 
Hapless was in all her life ; 
And I nerer had good lack, 
Being maid or married wife. 
* # * * 

«* With the earth would I were wed ! 
Than in such a grave of woes 
Daily to be barifid, 
Which no end nor number knows.** 

So the ballad continues, stating that her father com- 
pelled her to many when young, that she had loved 
one whom she afterward slighted, and that in return he 
forgot her. Then she goes on describing her jealous 
hudband — 

" At his table I do eat. 

In his bed with him I lie ; 
But I tak* no rest nor meat 
Without cnfl j^oQsy. 



^If I ask him what he ails. 
And whereof he jealous b 1 
In his answer then he fiuls-^ 
Nolhing can he say to this. 

" In his face there is no cheer. 
But he ever hangs his head : 
In each comer he doth peer. 
And his speech is sad and dead : 
HI the poor soul lives, I wis, 
That so hardly married is." 

The following beautiful poem is anonymous : 

** Come away, come, sweet Love ! 
The golden morning breaks ; 
All the earth, all the aire, 
Of love and pleasure speaks. 
Aa2 
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Teach thine anna, then, to embrace, 
And aweet roaie lipa to kiaae, 
And mixe oar aovles in matnall Uiaae. 

Eyea were made for beaiitie*a grace 
Viewing, ruing, Lo¥e*8 long peine, 
Procared by beaatie*a mde diadame. 



'* Come away, come, aweet Love ! 
The goldm morning waata ; 
While the aunne from hia aphere 
Hia fierie arrowa caata ; 
Making all the ahadowea flie ; 
Playmg, atayingin the grove, 
To entertaine the atealth of loTe. 
Thither, aweet love, let na hie : 
Flying, dying, in deaire, 
Wing'd with aweet hopea and heaTonly fire. 



" Gome away, come, aweet Lore ! 
Doe not in vain adome 

Beaotie'a grace that ahonld riae, 
Like to tiM naked mome. 
Lilliea on the rrrer'a aide, 

And faire Cyprian flowera newe blowne, 

Deaire no beautie*a but their owne. 
Ornament ia nurae of pride ; 

Pleaanre meaaurea Loye*8 delight. 

flaate, then, aweet Lof e ! our wiahed flight.*' 



There is all the quaint eonceit which abounds in the 
writers of the Etisabethan period, in the subjoined 
extract. It was written by Sir John Dyer, Chancellor 
of the Garter ; his name is mentioned by Sir Philip 
Sydney in his Preface to the " Arcadia." 
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THE SHEPHERD'S CONCEIT. 

'* Promathoiis, vr hen fint from heaven high 

He brought down fixe, era then on earth nnaeen, 
Fond of delight, a satyr, standing by, 
Gaye it a kiss as it like sweet had been. 



** Feeling forthwith the other burning power, 

Mad with the smart, with shouts and shriekings shrill 
He sought his ease m river, field, and bower. 
Bat for the time his grief went with him still. 

<* So silly I, with that unwonted sight 
In human shape, an angel from above 
Feeding mine eyes, th' impression there did light, 
That since, I run and rest as pleaseth Love. — 
The difference is, the satyr's lips — my heart : 
He for awhile— I evermore have smart." 



With the following by Sir Philip Sidney, (who has 
fourteen poems in this collection,) we must conclude, 
not having given specimens of more than half the authors 
who contributed to this ancient Poetical Miscellany : 

" The nightingale, so soon as April bringeth 
Unto her rested sense a perfect waking. 
While late bare earth, proud of new clothing, springeth. 
Sings out ner woes, a thorn her song-book makiDg ; 
And noumfuUy bewailing. 
Her throat in tunes ezpresseth. 
What grief her heart oppresseth. 
For Tereus' force on her chaste will prevailing. 

** Oh ! Philomela fair, Oh ! take some gladness 
That here is juster cause of plaintful sadness ; 
Thine earth now springs — mine fadeth : 
Thy throne without — ^my throne my heart invadeth. 
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*' AIm ! sbe hath no cause of languish 

Bat Tereus* love, on her by strong hand wroten ; 
Wherein she, suffering all her spirit^s languish, 
Full womaM'ltke complains her will is broken : 
But I who, daily craving, 
Cannot have to content me, 
Have more cause to lament me» 
Since wanting is more wo than too much having. 
Oh ! PhUomela hii, dec.*' 



Here, then, terminate our extracts from a volume 
which, nearly up to the year 1700, was considered the 
chief collection of the day, and which had at last 
become so rare, that a copy at George Stevens's sale 
produced eleven pounds fifteen shillings. It has since 
then been reprinted ; but only a small edition, we 
believe, was struck off, and its price would prevent it 
from falling into numy hands. The quotations which 
we have made are but little known ; very few of them 
will be found in any collection of poetry which has yet 
appeared : such pieces as have before been quoted, we 
have (saving in one or two instances) entirely avoided. 
We considered it unnecessary to follow up our extracts 
with remarks, after the manner in which we treated 
the poetry of William Browne ; as these pieces were 
more detached, and in most instances more imaginary, 
while in the other there were many descriptions of 
nature which we felt onrseives bound to point out and 
dwell upon, as most of the woriks to which our humble 
name is prefixed, profess to treat upon rural scenery 
and rural subjecto. 
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THE YOUNG OUTLAW, 

When thaws been sheene, and shraddes full fayre, 

And leaves both large and longe, 
If s meny walking in the fayre forest. 

To heare the amall birds* songe. 
The woodweele saage, and wold not cease, 

Sitting «pon the spraye, 
Soe lowde, he wakened Robin Hood, 

In the greenwood where he laye. 

Old Ballad. 

One of my youthful playmates, whose brains were 
half turned by reading romances and old ballad lore, 
came to the resolution of leading the life of an outlaw, 
and living in the greenwood like Robin Hood. From 
a child he prided himself on his archery, and spent 
every halfpenny he could '* rap and ring " together in 
purchasing catgut for his bows and iron heads for his 
arrows ; and when he could muster no money, he would 
betake himself to the blacksmith's, and hammer out old 
nails to the best shape he could to point his shafts. 
Not a sparrow could alight within reach of his woodland 
weapon but an arrow was launched at him ; and although 
he was never known in all his life to hit one, yet it 
must be confessed that he sometimes came *' very near." 
One old game-cock, which had strutted for years in his 
father's farm-yard, was so accustomed to our heroes 
shafts, thai he fairly set him at defiance, and would 
peek about within half a score yards of our archer, and 
only JQSt lift up his legs now and then, as if cock-sure 
that he shonld nerer be hit. Sometimes, too, this 
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coumgeons chanticleer irould give a most provoking 
crow at the youth's departure ; when, very un-Robin 
Hood-like, the irritated archer would return and assail 
him with a volley of stones. A proud day was that 
for the youth when, after about twenty shots, he struck 
the head of the old sow ; and although she continued 
rooting up the earth as if unconscious of the blow, yet it 
was a great feat to know that the anow hit her ; — that 
very night, too, he lodged a shaft in the gate-post, while 
standing at least a distance of eight yards. The next 
day he dragged the green baize cloth from off his 
mother's diiiing-table, bringing down, by the sudden 
jerk, the huge tea-caddy, and scattering the six-shilling 
hyson upon the floor ; this he replaced as he best could, 
with no small addition of sand, with which the stone- 
pavement was ptentiiully besprinkled. He threw the 
mantle over his shoulder, and hastened to show his 
companion Bob this new doak of Lincoln green. Bob 
was a shrewd boy ; and believing his old playmate to 
be half cracked, had consented to play the part of 
Sancho to our Don, and join him in his woodland life 
as a second Little John. 

Oor young enthusiast now began to make all neces- 
sary preparations ; he plundered his father's plantations 
of the young ashes for bows, and spent hours in the 
manufacturing of arrows, and was a constant attendant 
at the forge, much to the annoyance of the old black- 
smith, who, however, after listening to his accounts 
of the exploits he boasted of achieving, only replied^ 
*'ThouVt daft, Jacky — mad as a March hare." But 
Jacky continued to read the Garland, and to brood over 
the exploits of the bold outlaw, in spite of the cold hopes 
held out by the man of iron and the dry arguments of 
Bob. His dreams were now of fallow-deer bounding 
through green glades, and the loud lasghter of ^ merry 
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men " restiog under some old oak tree. The somid of 
bugle horns rmig upon his slumbers ; he shot sheriffis in 
his sleep, and rescued his foUdwera even at the foot of 
the " gaUowa-tree." In a word, there was nothing of 
whieh he read that he did not think himself able to 
achieve. 

He arose one morning and hastened to meet Bol> : 
he was determined to linger no kmger. He fomid his 
companion weeding in a neighbouring field; and, throw- 
ing himself down on a grassy hillock, began, ** in aetrain 
worthy of a hero of romance." " Boh," said he, *' I 
take my departure to-moirow ; my home in future aAiall 
be the wide woods, and my food the beasts of the chase. 
If thou wilt follow my fortunes, speak ; if not, stay be- 
hind and remain my father's slave." 

" You had better get up," replied Bob ; '* or else 
you'll happen to catch a precious cold with lying on that 
wet grass. You should have brought your great-coat, 
and gotten used to it by degrees. I'll be bound Robin 
Hood didn't go into his hard way of living all at once ; 
and I think we'd better stay till another summer." 

" It becomes not the hardy forester to shrink from 
the cold," replied our hero, slightly coughing. '' The 
brave outlaws bore all weathers, and were as warm 
before their forest fire as the old baron in his hall. I 
shall soon kill deer enow to furnish us with skins to 
build a ieoi, and at least erect you a shelter. As for 
myself, I would not crave a better bed than the fallen 
leaves, when I am weary of the chase." 

^That's all very fine talking, my young measter," 
answered Bob, still pulling up the weeds ; '* but I've 
never seen many deer, and I believe that Robin Hood 
shot most of them in his day ; and as to your killing 
plenty of game, you must have got a deal better aim 
since you shot at one of the sheep, and missed it nine 
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times hand-running. And about standing cold, I can 
take my share of that any how ; and if I go with you, 
we shall see who can stand the most. But I would 
advise you to wait till another summer ; happen you'll 
be able to hit a sheep in less than nine shots before 
then." 

** Not another day," added the archer, springing up 
indignantly. " To-morrow night I sleep beneath some 
broad oak tree ; Warton wood shall be my resting- 
place, and this good cloak of Lincoln green," added 
he, displaying the table-cloth, " my covering." 

'* Isn't there a bam or a hovel ? or wouldn't it be 
better to steal a few sheaves of straw, to take with us ?** 
inquired the ever-cautious Bob. " If there's a bam, 
you know, we might as well get used to it by degrees, 
and lie a bit nearer the door every night, until we caa 
stand the open air better. Besides, we shall want a 
pot to boil the turnips in that we thieve ; and a tinder- 
box. You never see those gipsy chaps without a good 
big pot, and a frying-pan, and a few blankets ; and some 
of those folks are 'nation hard, I can tell you — as hard 
as Robin Hood, or little John, or any of those fellows, 
ever were." 

'' Thou art but an ignorant clod-hopper," replied the 
hero, indignantly, '* to think of comparing the Outlaw 
of Sherwood Forest to a paltry race of thieves and for- 
tune-tellers, when Robin Hood entertained kings. Were 
it in those days when there were no laws, I would draw 
my long bow and shoot thee through the ribs. But I 
pity thine ignorance, Bob," added he, with the scorn of 
a warrior ; " thou hast never read Robin Hood's Gar- 
land." 

" Well, and if I never did read the book you talk 
of," replied Bob, sulkily, " I know those who are none 
the wiser for all their reading ; but fancy they can shoot 
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BlagB like bold Robin, and knock down castles like 
Oliver Cromwell. But if I don't know much about such 
matters as these, I know what it is to stand the cold ; 
for I've often been out with our shepherd all night in 
the lambing season ; and youll hare enough of it before 
the first night's over, or I shall be nationally mistaken. 
But, however, if you will go a Robin-Hooding, why, I'll 
go with you — ^honour bright ; but, as your father says, 
you'll be the first to find it out." 

" Thou art a noble fellow. Bob," replied our hero, 
seizing the red cold hand of his hardy companion; 
" and I will, ere long, make thee a gallant archer. We 
will live on pheanants, my boy, and have hares eveiy 
day, if we like, while partridges shall be our common- 
est food. We shall be free as kings, and have no one 
to order us." 

" Hares and such like things, I dare say, are very 
good," replied Bob ; " but I think it wouldn't be amiss 
to take a piece of cold bacon, a lump of cheese, and a 
loaf, in case you should happen to miss when you shoot, 
because you know they are not so big as the old sow. 
And you may do as you like ; but I shall take the horse- 
cloth out of the stable. Your father said I might go 
with you some day a Robin-Hooding, but hoped you 
wouldn't pelt the old cock again with pebbles." 

Our hero's father was a good-natured farmer of the old 
school, and let his son follow the bent of his humour 
without thwarting him ; but contented himself with 
Buying, " the first day will bring him to his seases." 
There was also a perfect understanding between himself 
and Bob ; so that he was fully apprized of his intention 
to start in the morning, and, as the wood was only two 
fields distant, had no doubt of their finding their road 
home at night-fall. 

The next day the two youths sallied forth. Bob carry- 
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iDg a good Store of piovender ia his cotton handkerchiefy 
and with the horse-cloth orer his shoulder, as he said 
<' it might rain." Our hero was armed with a couple of 
bows and a huge bmdle of arrows, and a heart as light 
as ever beat in the breast of the famous forester, whose 
deeds he was so ambitious to emulate. They entered 
Warton wood, which extends nearly three miles in 
length. 

" To-day," said the young archer, leading the way, 
" I shall not, perhaps, kill much game ; but we will 
look out for a glade to build our tent in, and to-morrow 
you can fetch the iron pot which Betty has promised 
us ; but I never read that Robin Hood carried such 
things." 

" Happen not," answered Bob ; " and as to killing 
much, I dare say Betty's words will prove true. I 
shall be able to carry it all home in my eye. But see ! 
see ! there's a squirrel in that tree. Make haste ! — 
About a handred squirrel-skins stitched together would 
make a capital coverlids Aim at his eye." 

The hero bent his bow, took aim, and his arrow stuck 
in one of the huge branches of the tree ; while the 
squirrel, which was far beyond bow-shot, never once 
changed his position. Arrow after arrow followed; 
but the highest which he shot came not within tea 
feet of where the prey was perched. Bob looked out 
for a stone to pelt him down, but there was none at 
hand. 

<* We cannot eat^squirrels," said the hero, picking up 
his arrows. " If one could but see a stag, that would 
be worth trying for." 

'* If we were near Nottingham," said Bob, ^' we might 
climb over Lord Middleton^s park-wall. I remember 
seeing a few stags there, when I went to my uncle's." 

They wandered along farther into the wood, and 
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Started a pheasant or two ; but long before the archer 
could bend his bow, the lordly bird had shot out of sight, 
with a loud ^' whir." Bob showed his teeth, and re- 
mained silent for some time, until, growing toward noon, 
he felt hungry ; and seating himself by the stem of a 
huge oak, began to spread out his fare. 

" I was afraid," said he, *' we shouldn't kill many 
pheasants, and Betty told me as hares were not in sea- 
son. So she packed me up some bacon and bread, and 
a nice slice of ham for yourself. She also gave me a 
bottle of beer, which I thought would be better than the 
gurgling brooks you used to talk about ; because there's 
often dead leaves in them, and lots of newts, and frogs, 
and toads. Here's a bit of new milk cheese, too. I 
dare say Robin Hood would have given his best bow 
for a mouthful of it sometimes." 

Our hero fell to work with a true woodland appetite ; 
and the handkerchief was much lighter when they had 
finished their repast: and, while eating, the thought 
struck him that, had it not been for the foresight of his 
companion, Robin-Hooding would have been hard work 
on an empty stomach. 

They continued their rambles until night-fall. Bob, 
however, as their shadows began to lengthen, contriving, 
by some circuitous mancBuvre, that sunset should find 
them on that side of the wood nearest home. 

" Well/' said the attendant, '* the crows have all gone 
to roost. We have had a whole day of it and killed 
nothing; and the handkerchiefs quite empty. Don't 
you think its high time we went home ?" 

** No, Bob," replied the hero ; " you can go if you 
like ; but they shall never say that I gave up after so 
short a trial." 

** Well," answered Bob, throwing himself down under 
a tree by the road-sido, " you'll perhaps think better on 
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it aAer a while. Betty said she shoold leave the door 
on the latch ; so, you know, nobody will be any the 
wiser about us coming back until to-morrow." 

The Young Outlaw answered not ; but throwing him- 
self down on his green baize, lay gazing at the stars, 
as one by one they seemed to break through the blue 
curtaining of heaven. 

" Bob," said he, after a long silence, *' if I thought 
that my father wouldn't know, we might go home for a 
few hours, and then set out again to-morrow before he 
gets up. It is rather cold ; and in a day or two we 
might build a tent." 

But Bob heard him not ; for he had covered hims^ 
over the head with the capacious horse-cloth, and was 
fast asleep. 

" I must wake him," continued the hero, his teeth 
now chattering in his head. " He was right ; he can 
stand the cold best ; and I begin to want my supper. 
'But I would sooner die than go home if we had a 
tent." 

After many a hearty shake, Bob was roused. Ite 
listened to the proposed scheme without astonishment, 
took up the empty bottle and cover, and departed. They 
had only across (wo fields to travel. The grass was 
wet with the night dew, and the air was very chilly ; 
but these were trifles to the hardy rustic, and he walked 
through the darkness like a brave fellow, while the 
archer foUowed behind, very unlike Robin Hood, with 
his hands in his pockets, and his shoulders up. He 
approached the farm-house with the stealthy stride of a 
robber. Bob, however, gave more than once a loud hem, 
as if he had not so much cause to fear the discovery of 
his return. The latch was uplifted silently, and a blaze 
of light streamed from the open door-way. It was too 
late to retreat ; there sat the good-humoured farmer in 
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his arm-chair, with his pipe and brown jug before him. 
He only said, ''It's lucky the door was not bolted," 
and then pointed to an adjoining table, on which stood 
their suppers ; and, having finished his pipe, retired to 
rest. 

This hasty sketch is founded on fact ; and only a 
sudden discorery, at the eleventh hour, prevented the 
autlior from sharing in the adventure. For several of 
us (all mere boys) had agreed to leave our homes and 
betake ourselves to the woods — there to live like the 
outlaws of old. Nay, we had gone so far as to divulge 
our secret to some gipsies who were encamped near a 
neighbouring wood ; and they, of course, gave us every 
encouragement: nor had we failed to observe their 
methods of cooking, &c., while hovering around their 
tents. Only two of our company, however, made the 
trial, and they returned on the first night. There were 
four besides the author ; three of them have since be- 
come sailors, and made many long and perilous voyages ; 
the other, who never entered heartily into the affair, 
settled down and led a steady, industrious life ; while 
the last left home before he was fourteen, and spent 
some time in rambling over England, unconsciously 
picking up those materials which he has since made use 
of in his different works. That '* A rolling stone f atheis 
no moss " is fully exemplified with us all. But this 
banging about has rubbed off that rough crust which 
gathers around all stationary bodies, and brought out the 
nature of the pebble, which otherwise might have be- 
come overgrown or concealed, and that, too, without the 
world being either better or worse for the discovery. 



Reader, our task is done ; for thee has our taper oflen 
burnt dimly through the still midnight, for many of these 
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papers were written when ibm world, wae wri^i^d ia 
slumber, and our own eyes had grown dim and heavy 
while pursuing this silent task. If we have in this 
volume set down aught amiss, aught that will either 
crimson a modest cheek, or pain an honest heart ; it has 
been done unintentionally, for never would we willingly 
offend. Plain language have we used now and then, 
and spoken broadly on a few matteis whioh we have 
long had nearest at heart, but they are opinions which 
we have lived in^anpd which we fhin would die in niaia- 
taming. We htfw not only done our best to render this 
work both instructive and amusing, but gone back to the 
mighty poets of forgotten years, and awakened voices 
which have been silent for above two centuries, that 
we might enrich our readers with the wealth of their 
thoughts. 



*« For there is hidden in a poet's i 
A spell that can command the wings of Fame." 
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